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Under Black Wings 

The Call 

"Hello," Izzy answered the phone. 

"Hey man," Said Axl, "Guess who just called me man?" 

"Who?" Izzy asked uninterested as he held the phone with his shoulder so he could shoot up. 
"Anna! 


"Yeah?" Izzy said not at all paying attention as he shoved the needle in his vein. 


"Her little brother Shannon is coming out here to be a singer. He's looking for a band. She wants us to keep an 


eye on him." 

‘Mmmmmm," Izzy said in excstcy as the drug took hold. He hadn't heard a word Axl said since ‘hey man’ 
"Are you fucking shooting up?" Axl snapped. 

"Huh?..uh..no." Izzy fought to say with an obvious change in his voice. Axl knew him too damn well. 

"lim fucking trying to talk to you and you're fucking shooting up! You promised you would cut fucking back!" 
"Stop yelling man.tuck," Izzy slurred with a sigh. "I heard you.." 

"What | say?" Axl smirked. 

"Uh..you said that..oh fuck it.) dunno." 


"See, you're fucking high! | knew something was up when you didn't want me coming over tonight! | had hoped 


you were fucking some slut!" 
"You know you're my slut," Izzy said slowly and softly 

"For gods sake Izzy.You're going to fucking die from that shit! 
"Come on Ax.don't be mad.lt wasn't much" 

"Yeah and | know what your idea of not much is!" Axl snapped 


‘Mmmmm..you remember when | used to give you a little taste of it? When you couldn't sleep?" Izzy 


reminisced lazily. 
"Yes," Axl sighed. 


"| loved watching your face relax..you looked so innocent.like a little kid.but not the one | grew up 


with..an.unhurt kid." 
Axl could tell Izzy was only babbling now. "Yeah," Axl sighed. 
"Then you let me cuddle with you until you fell asleep." 


"Yeah." 


"I miss that.don't you miss that?" 

"Yes. do, not so much the being high but." 

"Ax?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You remember that first time we kissed?" 

Axl slightly chuckled, "How the fuck could | forget? You fucking bit me." 
Izzy gave a drug riddled chuckle and coughed. 

‘Iz you ok?" Axl cautiously asked. 

"Fine," Izzy sniffled. "So..who called again?" 

"Anna" Axl repeat. 

"Anna..you fucking chicks now?" 

"You are one to me talking," Axl huffed. 

‘I'm the bisexual one..remember? Your my little toy though." 

"Anyway, Anna's little brother Shannon is coming to LA to make it in the biz" 
"Shannon.right," Izzy said fighting to hold his eyes open 

"She wants us to look out for him." 

Another drugged laugh from Izzy. "What us? Role models?" 

"Yeah, just sort of take him under our wings." 

"Humph.angels have wings.." Izzy slurred. "I lost mine..somewhere." 
"lz.no more smack tonight..promise me?" 


‘Mmmm..maybe you should come on over and baby sit me then" 


The Arrival 


The Arrival 

"Iz.wake up," Axl nudged him. 

‘Mmmmm," Izzy mumbled pulling the pillow over his head. 

"We have to go pick up Shannon at the airport" 

“Shannon who?" Izzy mumbled from under the pillow. 

"Anna's brother..remember | told you last right." 

‘Mmmmm..shannon..right:" Izzy muttered sounding as if he were falling back asleep. 
"We gotta go!" Axl jerked the pillow from his head. 

‘Mmmm..where?" Izzy yawned rolling over onto his stomach. 

"To the fucking airport!" Axl smacked his bare ass. 


Izzy let out a cute chuckle. "Ill get up if you can get me up," he growled in a sexy moan as he rolled back over 


onto his back 

"No time to play right now Iz.get the fuck up." 

Izzy frowned and sat up scratching his head. "Hey hand me that bottle by the TV," 

"Already?" Axl asked as he pointed at a bottle of Jack. 

"Either that and some pills or its fucking smack you choose sweetheart,” he simply shrug. 

Axl sighed and tossed him the bottle. Izzy quickly opened it and chugged some down as he flexed his palm out 
to Axl saying gimmie. Axl rolled his eyes and reached into his pocket. Doctors prescribed him Valium but he 


rarely took them. 


"Im only giving you five this morning," he said pouring them into his palm. "You have to be somewhat here for 


this." 


"You suck," Izzy frowned as he took the pills and popped them in his mouth washing them down with a huge 
gulp. 


"Think you can get up now?" 

"Does it matter that | dont want to?" 

"Um..no." 

Izzy drug himself out of the bed and got dressed. 

LAX 

Axl sat staring out the limo window as Izzy depleted the liquor supply. 
"What the fuck is taking so long?" Axl impatiently asked. 

"Security," lzzy answered. "Probably has hair to his ass." 

"Wait, there he is | think," Axl pointed. 


Izzy looked. He was right, he had really long hair, cut off shorts, T-shirt, flannel and combat boots. He snorted, 


"Looks like your clone without red hair." 

Soon the driver was opening the door for Shannon to get in. 
"Hey man," Axl smiled. 

"Fuck dude this is so cool. I've never been in a limo before!" 
"Drink?" Izzy drunkenly held a crystal decantur out to him. 


"Yeah, thanks," he smiled brightly with stars in his eyes. 


The Longest Limo Ride Of Izzy's Life 

The Longest Limo Ride Of Izzy's Life 

"So whatdaya play?" Izzy slurred feigning interest. 

"Tonsils," smiled the blue eyed baby faced Shannon. "I sing." 

"Oh," Izzy huffed taking a drink 

‘Izzy thinks singers are spoiled brats.but dont let him fool you.he can sing too," Axl smiled at Izzy. 
"Ah all brat pack huh?" Shannon excitedly smiled reaching out again for the bottle Izzy held. 
Izzy reluctantly gave it over. 

"So Anna said you guys could show me around," he gleefully looked at Axl star struck. 

Izzy glanced out the window rolling his eyes. 

"Man it's so fucking cool out here in LA. | couldn't wait to get the fuck out of Lafayette." 
"Know what you mean," Axl smiled 

"And what are the chances of my big sister knowing two rock stars?" Shannon excitedly asked. 


Izzy reached out and took the bottle back and chugged the rest. He glanced at Shannon who was staring at Axl 
like prime fucking beef medium rare with seared edges. That didn't sit real well with Izzy. 


"You're just the luckiest hick in Indiana, aren't you?" Izzy asked with a sarcastic grin 
"Hick?" 
"He calls everyone from there one but himself," Axl clarified. 


"Because there is nothing hick about me. Don't you remember the stupid shit you used to wear before you 
took up your precious spandex? You looked like.like that," he motioned to Shannon. "No offense kid." 


Axl sighed. "You have to excuse Izzy today. He didn't have his..breakfast. Makes him irritable when he doesn't 
have it and is hungry," Axl cut his eyes at Izzy. 


Izzy watched as Shannon smiled adoringly at Axl, like he was his fucking hero. Izzy wanted to smash the pretty 


crystal bottle in his hand over the little fucks pretty face. He knew that fucking look. That hungry stare. 
Shannon wanted Axl. Well that would be over his dead fucking body. He had to find a way to irraticate this 
problem fast. Axl was his. Axl had always been his, for 14 years his. 


Axl's House 


Axl's House 


Axl led Shannon to his spare bedroom. "You'll be staying here,’ Axl motioned into the room. Shannon walked into 


it carrying his bag with a huge smile. 

Izzy walked with a slight swagger behind them. He didn't like the way Shannon's eyes lit up with innocent 
curiosity when he looked at Axl. The little fuck. What's he trying to do? Fuck his way to the top starting with 
Axl? 

The phone rang. 

‘Izzy will show you around," Axl said walking away to get the phone. 

Izzy leaned on the door frame watching Shannon unpacking his shit and neatly putting it all away like some 
fucking house wife. Hell Izzy still hadn't unpacked from their last tour. Maybe he was too used to living out of 
a suitcase. 

"So Izzy," Shannon smiled to him, "I didn't catch how you knew Anna" 

Izzy gave him a crooked smile. "Three guesses kiddo." 

"Oh," Shannon said uncomfortably. "So she was your girlfriend too?" 

| wouldn't say that," Izzy shook his head, "I don't really do relationships." 

"But aren't you and Axl." 

Izzy rolled his eyes, "Not your business now is it?" 


"Sorry," Shannon answered. 


"And to clarify you previous curiosity..Axl, Anna and |.well | think you can use your imagination," he ruefully 
smiled. "You bout done?" Izzy impatiently asked. 


"Um yeah, | can finish unpacking later," he looked up at Izzy with those bright blue innocent eyes. 
"Come on, I'll show you his majesty's fucking castle." 


"You don't live here?" Shannon asked in surprise. 


"No..bit posh for my taste..ln there is a fucking sauna and tanning bed for primping and preening," Izzy said 
moving on leaving Shannon no time to look. "Studio down there, do yourself a favor and stay the fuck out 
unless invited" Moving onward. "Thi is like a second living room, den or some shit," Izzy led them through 
another room. "Dining room..and a fucking formal dining room over there," he pointed. "Kitchen.patio," Izzy 
sighed and walked them down the hall, "Bathroom, bedroom, Axl's room." he spun on his heel and turned around 
going the other direction "Axl makes a lot of noise at night, just ignore it" 


Shannon's eyes are caught by an acoustic guitar sitting in the corner of one of the dining rooms on the way 
back. Shannon walks over to it and picks it up. He strums a few times. 


Izzy spins around hearing it. 

Shannon smiles at him, "I'm trying to learn." 

"That's mine," Izzy says. 

‘Oh..you mind?" Shannon asks him. 

"You didn't ask a minute ago if | minded," Izzy rolled his eyes and walked away. 


Shannon couldn't tell if Izzy didn't like him, was pissed off, or was just a dick. Oh well, never mind. He couldn't 


possibly dull his day. 
"Are you coming?" Izzy called out. 


Shannon quickly sat the guitar back down and ran to catch up with Izzy. Izzy led him outside, "Pool," Izzy 
pointed, "Fucking bath house..maid's house." 


"Awesome," Shannon gleamed. 


"Well," Izzy smirked, "You wouldn't think that if you knew all that had gone on in that fucking pool. If a chick got 
in that thing she would come out pregnant if you get my gist" 


Shannon blushed a bit. Izzy looked at him with a small smile of delight on his face. He liked making him 
uncomfortable. He couldn't resist doing it further. 


"So what's your poison? Chicks or dudes?" 
"What?" Shannon asked in surprise. 
"Bi? Gay? Curious?" Izzy clarified. 


"Oh." 


"Enough said," Izzy smirked, "You're open to whatever little opportunity comes your way aren't you?" 
Shannon only looked at him turning redder. 


"Hum," Izzy smirked as he turned with a smile to go back inside. 


The Cathouse 


The Cathouse 
Axl woke Izzy up by kicking his feet off his coffee table. 

"Get up fucker!" 

"For what?" Izzy mumbled 

"We're taking Shannon to the Cathouse and meeting the guys" Axl answered 


"Are we now," Izzy deviously smiled. "I'll go get ready," He smiled excusing himself to the bathroom for a 
smack fix and some coke to get the party started. 


"What's the Cathouse?" Shannon asked Axl 

‘Strip club," he flatly answered pulling on his shoes. 

‘Cool! Never been to one." Shannon exclaimed 

Axl smiled at his enthusiasm. "im gonna call a limo. Izzy ought to be out of the bathroom by then" 


Axl disappeared. No sooner than he did Izzy reappeared. He was still in the same clothes, dressed the same, 
hair the same. But his eyes drooped and his face looked relaxed. 


"Hey," he called out to Shannon "You want some coke or something?" 
‘I'm not thirsty," Shannon shook his head. 

Izzy faintly smiled, "Cocaine dipshit.” 

"OHI Yeah," he gladly smiled He was down for anything to catch a buzz. 


Izzy wondered if he were that inexperienced, that naieve, or just that dumb. He walked over to Axl's coffee 


table and lay out some lines as Axl was returning. 
Axl sighed, "Do you have to get that shit all over my coffee table asshole?" 
"Stop being a bitch, you know you want some too." 


Axl frowned and walked over to the coffee table and joined them on their knees at it in a ceremonious circle. 


They each snorted lines until the limo arrived. 


Once in the limo Izzy went to work on the liquor supply. Shannon wouldn't shut the fuck up about the lights, 
the palm trees, the people.!zzy couldn't help but watch him. He didn't trust him. 


"Izzy," Axl interrupted his thoughts, "Stephanie comes back tonight" 
Izzy looked at him rolling his eyes. 

"Who's Stephanie?" Shannon asked 

"Axl's whore girlfriend," Izzy answered 

"lz stop its" Axl said, "not tonight" 


"Not tonight? Why because some bitch we used to fuck in Indiana's little brother is here? Fucking fuck 
Stephanie!" 


"lz." 
| can't believe you waste your time with that cheating cunt!" 


"Izzy..you know the deal." 


"Yeah | get it, she's a pretty little ornament to hang around your neck like a noose! So which one of her 
boyfriends has she been out of town with? She gonna try to fuck me again tonight?!" 


Shannon sat in amusement listening to their fight. Axl has a girlfriend? And Izzy and Axl.wow this shit was 
complicated. 


"You know she has a problem Iz," Axl defended her. 

"And which one is that?" Izzy asked, "The fact that she's a whore or the fact that she's a cokehead?!" 
‘Iz calm down" 

Izzy sighed and looked out the window. All was quiet until they reached the Cathouse. 


The limo door opened and Izzy flew out. Shannon and Axl followed. Shannon was in awe as he watched Izzy walk 


to the head of the line and right through the door, no waiting, no cover, now questions, no one stopping him. 


"He's with us," Axl told the guy at the door as he and Shannon walked in. 


Shanno's coked out eyes went even wider when he got inside. The chicks were fully undressed and everywhere. 
It looked like a huge orgy. He followed Izzy and Axl through the crowd. One chick started throwing herself all 
over Izzy. He simply grabbed her ass and gave her a kiss. He looked over his shoulder at Shannon 


"Give him a lap dance darlin.in the back" Izzy gave Shannon a crooked smile, "Ready to get your dick wet kid?" 


Shannon just stood with a gaping jaw as the naked girl began leading him away. 


The Back Room 


The Back Room 

Shannon's hand was on the back of the girls head as her mouth bobbed up and down on his dick His head was 
back, eyes closed gently biting at the edge of his lower lip. His chest heaved up and down with pants of 
pleasure. 

Izzy watched. That was the joy of being a bisexual. You could watch anything go down and bust a hard on. Two 
guys..two girls..a girl and a guy..two guys and a girl.two girls and a guy..didn’'t matter it all got Izzy off. It was 
a good thing he had some heroin in his system to ward off his excitement. 

He sat across from Shannon and the girl, watching every move, every grunt, every caress. Fuck! His hand 
couldn't help but run across his dick once. Shannon was basically hyperventilating and about to come. He looked 


hot with a light sweat in his hairline. He was gonna love the way coke made you feel when you come. 


Oh..'m coming..fuck!" he clenched tighter at the girls hair and became rigid. His eyes clinched shut as he got 
the ‘0' face. Then his body slowly melded into the big round plush chair. Izzy smiled. 


Shannon caught his breath and slowly opened his eyes. He didn't notice Izzy right away as he bask in the chair 
with his still hard, freshly sucked dick still out. He got a shocked look when he saw Izzy sitting there dragging 
on a cigarette, lounged back watching him. 

"What the fuck?" Shannon jumped. 

"Don't mind me," Izzy purred, "that was great," he gently sucked on his lower lip with a smile. 


"Were you watching me come man?" Shannon asked in bewilderment. 


"I'd think that was obvious kiddo," He smiled and took another drag from his cigarette. "How'd it feel when you 


come on coke? Great wasn't it?" 

Shannon nodded with a shy smile as he zipped his cut-offs. 

"You want some more?" Izzy asked him. 

"Yeah, sure," Shannon nervously nodded. 

Izzy put his cigarette in his mouth and squint at the smoke as he dug into the pocket of his leather pants and 


pulled out a little brown bottle. He twist the lid off and poured some on the side of his fist and extended it out 


to Shannon. Shannon walked over and started to bend over. 


‘On your knees," Izzy said with ashes falling off his cigarette in his mouth. 
"What?" Shannon asked. 


"Your hair,” Izzy somewhat smiled. 


Shannon went down on his knees in front of Izzy's smirk and closed off one side of his nose and inhaled deeply 


the white powder from Izzy cigarette scented hand. 


"Good boy," Izzy smiled as he sat back and took the cigarette from his lips. "Now roll over." 


Izzy and Shannon both began laughing as Shannon got up. 


When The Cat's Away 


When The Cat's Away 

Smoke and dim lighting, neon and plush sofa's, the smell of cigarettes, weed, whiskey and sex. Naked hot bodies 
grinding against them, allowing their hands to do as they pleased. Shannon was in fucking heaven. This was the 
coolest night of his life. 

"Ie gotta go," Axl said scooting a girl off his arm and standing up. 

"The whore beacons," Izzy snarls as he takes a drink. 

Axl rolls his eyes at him. "You want me to take Shannon?" 

"Shannon's fine," Slash said inhaling a joint and shooing the smoke from his face. 

"Yeah, he's having fun," Duff smiled as he buried his tongue down some girls throat. 

"And he sure as fuck don't wanna listen to you and the whore bitch and moan all fucking night,” Izzy snapped. 
"Its his decision," Slash said motioning to Shannon. 

"What's it gonna be kiddo?" Izzy nodded to Shannon, "Axl and his whore fighting half the fucking night about 
who she's been fucking, the other half on who the fuck he's been fucking, into mid morninng bitching about me, 
then four hours fucking..or do you wanna hang with the guys with bimbo's and dope and whiskey..get off a few 
more times, end up in some strange place hungover next to something warm wondering what the fuck 
happened?" Izzy smiled. 

Shannon smiled back. Izzy's idea did sound much more appealing. 

"Fine whatever," Axl rolled his eyes, "Just look out for him and keep him out of fucking jail” 

Izzy smirked, "Go home to your whore..and I'll find one of my own for tonight..don't worry about me." 


"| wasn't," Axl shook his head lighting a cigarette. "See ya," he turned and left. 


Everyone was quiet and staring at Izzy for some reason. "What?" Izzy asked them taking a drag from the joint 
he snatched out of Slash's hand. 


"| don't know how you do it Iz," Duff shook his head. 


"l'm impervious to pain," Izzy shrugged holding the smoke in. 


Shannon didn't sense that Izzy was in any way impervious to pain. He looked like a lot of shit bothered him 
between him and Axl. What the hell kind of relationship did those two have? Axl was with some girl names 
Stephanie who was obviously out cheating while Axl's at home cheating with Izzy? Izzy was fucking Axl and 
fucking girls? All the whiskey and drugs in his system he just couldn't keep his mouth shut. 


‘lm confused," He said loudly silencing everyone and drawing all eyes on him. "You and Axl are fucking each 


other and everything that moves..And Axl has a girlfriend who is too?" 
"Welcome to LA kid," Slash smiled passing him a fresh beer. 

"That's just the way Axl and Izzy roll," Duff warmly smiled over at Shannon, 
Shannon's eyes fell on Izzy whose eyes were already on him. 


"To clarify the thoughts running around your head," he began lounging back, “I'm bi.Axl's actually gay but 
manages to fuck chicks while imagining they're me because no body can fuck Axl the way | can," he gave a 
cocky smile, "Axl likes staying in the closet..suppose | know it's best to, so | do too..but I'm content with pussy 
too, don't take much to get me off..soooo me and Axl do our own thing and have our fun together when we 
fucking please..and it's been that way for l4 years. But this bitch Stephanie..she's a coke whore!" He snapped, 
"She's supposed to just be Axl's press girlfriend so they don't pick up he actually has a boyfriend on the side. 
But she has a fucking kid and Axl loves kids, so he don't wanna ditch the whore because of the kid! If you 
wanna fuck her you could, give her some coke and she's your's, trust me, we alllll know," he motioned to them 


all. 


Shannon nodded and blinked his eyes at the information overload. 


Trashed 


Trashed 


"Think our bambino has had enough huh?" Duff motioned to a barely lucid Shannon almost passing out in the 
back of the limo. 


"Rookie," Slash nodded. 

‘Guess | wasn't feeding him enough coke," Izzy takes his attention from some strippers tits and raises an 
eyebrow and looks at him. He reaches a leg out and kicks Shannon. Shannon jumps and wakes up. "Wake up 
fucker, the fun's just starting." 

"Here man," Duff offered him a bump of coke. Shannon inhaled it down. 

"Better make it two for safe measure,” Slash smiled to Duff. Duff shrugged and gave him another. 

"You awake now?" Izzy asks lighting a cigarette. 


"Yeah," Shannon said sniffing hard, "I think so.” 


"Good, we're dropping Slash and Duff off and going back to my place..trust me..you don't want to be at Axis 
tonight." 


"You could have got him a chick man," Slash said guzzling down some Jack 

Izzy smiled to the girl with him, "Come on Slash, you know | share and shit: 

"Just don't share too much lz," Duff drunkenly chuckled 

So they dropped Duff and Slash off at their places as Izzy continually fed Shannon coke. 

"You want some too darlin?" Izzy hummed at the strippers neck 

She nodded running her hands all over Izzy's junk 

"Ahhh..you know how to play this game darlin," Izzy cooed at her, "What do | get if you get?" 

Shannon watched as she scoot down and began pulling out Izzy's dick Izzy's relaxed eyes were locked on 
Shannon with an ever so slight feign of a grin on his lips. "I don't mind if you watch," he turned up the corner 


of his mouth. He watched as Shannon blushed. "Or help her out.whatever," he smiled coyly. He could see 
Shannon swallowing hard as he watched the girl on Izzy's dick. "Fuck her if you want," Izzy smirked as he pulled 


up her skirt showing Shannon her bare ass pointed right at him. 
Shannon couldn't refuse the urge to reach out and feel on the girls ass. 


‘MMMmmm.she's got a nice ass don't she?" Izzy asked. "She'll let you fuck her ass if you want..she likes it, 
don't you?" Izzy asked the girl grabbing her hair. 


‘Mmmmmhummm," she hummed sliding down Izzy's length. 

Shannon's eyes fluttered from her ass to Izzy's face, to her sucking Izzy's dick. 

"Don't just sit there kiddo," Izzy nodded to the girl. 

Shannon fell to his knees behind the girl and started quickly unbuttoning his shorts. 

Izzy smiled slyly and closed his yes a moment to enjoy the feel of his dick being sucked. He could feel the 
vibrations on his dick as the girl started grunting at Shannon fucking her. Izzy opened his eyes to see Shannon 


going at her like a jack rabbit. 


"Yeah, that's it," Izzy lift his head to watch for a little extra enjoyment. "Fuck her ass." He bit the inside of his 


lips feeling himself drawing to a climax while watching Shannon fuck her up the ass. God it was great being bi. 


Izzy's House 


Izzy's House 


Shannon lay his head back on Izzy's bed as the stripper wrapped her mouth around his dick. Izzy was behind 
her fucking her, a trail of sweat dripping down his smooth chest. 


"Mmmm," Shannon moaned. 


"You think shes good?" Izzy smirked knowing he was better. Izzy gripped at her hips and moved himself out of 
her. "Straddle his dick darlin" Izzy smacked her ass. She quickly obeyed him. 


Shannon lift his head and watched as she climbed on top of him. Her pussy was soaking wet. Then he could feel 
her start to glide along him. He could see Izzy cupping her breasts and kissing her neck from behind. Then 
shannon and the girl both gasped at the same time as Izzy's dick forced it's way in her ass, both her holes 


filled. 
"Feel that Kiddo?" Izzy smiled down at him as one of his arms wrapped around the girl. "Feel my dick rubbing 
against yours," Izzy drew his breath in, "Nothing but a little piece of skin between us..you like that?" Izzy asked 


him. 


Shannon nodded as his hands reached up and grabbed the girls tits and started thrusting his hips, moving 
inside of her along with Izzy. Shannon had never felt anything like it before. 


"Fuck l'm gonna come," Shannon moaned, "get up," 


"You won't get her pregnant," Izzy said releasing the girls neck from his mouth, "Go for it Kiddo," Izzy said 
thrusting harder to get himself there too. 


Izzy could see Shannon's eyes squinting and the face shifting to that tell tell ‘0 face. Izzy got off watching him 
come, soon he himself was coming too. He grunt and released the girl and withdrew, leaving her and Shannon 


panting on the bed. 


"Wow," Shannon finally smiled and looked to Izzy shimming back into some leather pants but leaving them 
unzipped with his pubes exposed. 


"You want whiskey or smack?" Izzy asked. 
"Whiskey or what?" Shannon asked not thinking he heard him right. 


"Smack. junk.H.heroin," Izzy shrugged. 


"Oh," Shannon said reclining up on his elbows. 
"Never done it huh?" Izzy asked. 

"No," Shannon shook his head. 

"Doooo you want any or not?" Izzy asked. 


Shannon sat up and watched as Izzy walked to his night stand and began pulling out stuff. He saw two 


hypodermic needles and a spoon and a bag of brown clumps. 
"Whats it do to you?" Shannon asked. 

"Takes you to heaven," Izzy smiled to him as he began prepping the smack to be cooked 
Shannon watched everything Izzy did very carefully 


"Since it's your first time | won't give you but a tiny bit. Don't want you bowing at the porcelain god till 


morning." 
Izzy began drawing the brown liquid into the syringe. He turned to Shannon, 


"Give me your arm," he motioned as he pulled a bandanna from the top of the night stand. He tied it around 
Shannon's forearm. He turned his hand over with his wrist facing him. "Be very still," Izzy said softly as he 


hovered the needle over Shannon's vein. 


Shannon felt a slight pierce and watched as his blood went into the brown liquid like a plume of bright red 
smoke. "Here it comes," Izzy said slowly pushing the blood and heroin into Shannon's wrist. Then he pulled the 


needle out and untied the bandanna. 


Izzy's eyes looked up at Shannon's face. He watched as his eyelids instantly drooped. His eyebrows relaxed, his 
jaws un-clenched, his mouth fell slightly agape. Izzy huffed with a smile. "Told ya.heaven 


Shannon's eyes slowly closed, his head slowly dropped, he was out. Izzy chuckled to himself and imagined 
everything he could do to him right now. Shannon was still butt ass naked. Master the possibilities. 


Morning Motherfucker 


Morning Motherfucker 


Izzy was awakened to a loud crash above his head. He lift his head to see droplets draining down his wall and 


he could smell whiskey. When he moved he felt glass cutting him. What in the hell. 
"Morning you mother fucker!" Axl was yelling from the doorway. 
Izzy drowsily looked at him not knowing what was going on. "What the fuck man?" 


"You tell me you piece of shit!" Axl screamed. Izzy could tell he was wired. Apparently he and coke whore had 


stayed up all night. 
"What is your problem?!" Izzy shout at him. Izzy felt movement in the bed next to him. 
"That is my fucking problem!!!" Axl yelled pointing at Shannon stirring on the bed. 


Izzy turned to see Shannon naked in his bed. Fuck! He must have passed out too. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Tthis looked a 
lot worse than it was. 


Its not what you think," Izzy shook his head. 
"Mmmmm," Shannon mumbled and moved a bit. Damn he must have still been smacked out. 


"Typical goddamn answer Iz.l'm not fucking blind! | see him all fucking naked and you with your fucking pants 


undone! Stephanie's right! You don't give a fuck about me! You're using me for my voice!" 

‘lm fucking using youl?" Izzy blurted, "| was here before you mother fucker! | started this band with youl | 
wrote most of the lyrics and fucking riffs! You're using me! Who the fuck do you think has been getting your 
rocks off for you for 14 fucking years!" 

"I fucking thought | loved you," Axl shook his head. "And | thought you loved me!" 

"You know | do," Izzy sighed, "This is not what it looks like Ax.l didn't fucking fuck him." 

"Oh right.sure.." 


"| didn't.We had a stripper here last night. sware!" Izzy yelped. 


Axls eyes fell on the heroin and needles on the night stand. They went wide. 


"Did you get him fucking high?!" 

Izzy shrugged, "Yeah, why?!" 

"You fucking junkie,” Axl shook his head going over to Shannon He began shaking him, "Shannon! Get up!" 
"Humm.wh." he opened his eyes, "Oh hey Axl," he smiled 

"Come on, get dressed it's time to go," Axl said handing him his clothes. 


‘Mmmmkay," he nodded and sat up to get dressed. "You missed a hell of a night," he smiled standing up to pull 
up his shorts. 


"Yes..| can see that," Axl smirked. 
Shannon looked up at him, "You mad at me?" he innocently asked. 
"No I'm mad at the fucking junkie in the room!" 


Shannon turned and looked at Izzy over his shoulder. It was only at that moment that Shannon realized that he 
was still naked in Izzy's bed at his house still. This probably looked really bad. 


‘Oh hey..no..no we didn't.each other..no.” 
"Seel" Izzy motioned, "I didn't fucking do anything!" 


"Oh yeah?!" Axl asked grabbing the bag of heroin in his fist, You didn't do shit," he yelled throwing it and 
sending it flying everywhere. 


Izzy looked at Axl like he just shot him. 

"You mother fucker," Izzy said leaping over the bed to tackle Axl to the floor. 
'Get the fuck off me Izzy!" Axl yelled. 

Axl could see a firey rage in Izzy's eyes as he felt his fingers go around his neck 


"You fucking jack ass bitch!" Izzy snarled as he squeezed until Axl's eyes were bulging even more and gasping 


for air. 
Shannon began trying to pull Izzy off Axl. 


"Izzy Stop! Let him go!" 


Eventually Izzy came back to earth and released his grip on Axl's throat. Izzy sat on top of him for a moment 
panting. He looked to Shannon and then back to Axl. He reared his fist back and let it crash into the left side of 
Axl's jaw. He got up off him as Axl cupped his jaw. He grabbed his shirt and stormed from the room. 


Axl's Woe's 

Axl's Woe's 

"Axl are you ok?" Shannon asked helping him up off the floor. 

"Yeah," Axl sighed, "I'm fine." 

Axl glances to the window as he hears lzzy cranking one of his bikes. 


"Axl I'm really sorry. feel like this is all my fault. It probably looked kinda bad when you came in here..but 


really no-" 
"I know," Axl stopped him, "I know lzzy..lts just. guess we get jealous.’ 
"I noticed," Shannon says pulling on his shirt. "ls everything gonna be ok?" 


"Yeah," Axl slightly nodded and turned to leave, Shannon running after him like a puppy. "Izzy will come apologize 
in a day or two," Axl says rubbing his jaw a bit. "Izzy always apologizes.’ 


If you Two love each other..then why?" 
"Shannon, Izzy and me..yourself too..we come from a world where it's just not acceptable for me and lz to be 
together. We are constantly in this all out in your face rock scene with girls and drugs and money.." Axl 


pauses with a sigh as they exit Izzy's house and get into Axl's car. "Look.nobody want's to go back to 


Indiana.so we do what we have to do to get by. | bet you didn't know Izzy was married" 
"What?" Shannon asked in shock. 

"Yeah. married Erin.she divorced me, then Izzy married some Sweedish bitch named Anika." 
"Well.where is she?" Shannon wondered. 


"In Sweeden," Axl shrugs, "I've laid eyes on her like twice in the last year, just when Izzy tries to keep up 


appearances." 
"Does she know about you two?" Shannon softly asked. 
"| don't know actually.'ve never asked him." 


‘Izzy seems really." Shannon paused trying to find the right word, "confused 


"This isn't Izzy Shannon.this isn't him at all.lt's the drugs, he's a fucking junkie..as I'm sure you've already 


figured out. By the way are you ok?" Axl cautiously asked, 
"Yeah," Shannon nodded, "I just went right to sleep." 


Axl sighed, "Just do yourself a favor and stay away from the smack. Izzy almost got me hooked on it once..not 


that he tried to..ts just.he doesn't realize what he's doing. None of this shit is how Izzy really is." 

"Well.how is he really?" Shannon wondered aloud. 

A soft smile came to Axl's face, " The best guy you could ever hope to meet. Izzy is actually really shy, not 
that you can tell when he's on drugs, but he is. Izzy's really quiet Too, another thing you can't tell because of 
the drugs. Izzy holds everything in, he just lets it fester and fester.until it all explodes.” 


"Is that what happened back there?" 


"That? No. No that was simply because | threw out his dope and he had to go get more." Axl explained. "I did it 
to piss him off" 


"Well if you guys can't be together, why are you? | mean why don't you give it up and move on?" 


"We just can't let go. We have always been together you know..since we were kids. Neither one of us has been 


with another guy..We love each other, we do. We know everything about each other." 


Shannon just did NOT get it! 


No Apology Apology 


No Apology Apology 
Shannon felt cooped up in Axl's house like he did in Indiana. Axl never went anywhere. All he and Stephanie did 
was fuck or fight. All he did was sit and watch TV and try to ignore them. He would have swam but he heeded 


Izzy's warning about it. 


But on the third day the doorbell rang. Stephanie got up and answered it. Shannon could here her saying, "Why 


are you here?" 


"To talk to Axl obviously," Shannon could hear Izzy's voice saying. He turned his heas just in time to see lzzy 


push Stephanie aside and barge in. 
"Axl!" Stephanie called out. 


Shannon looked at him, he was still wearing the same clothes they went to the Cathouse in. Izzy's hair was so 


greasy it looked soaking wet. His skin looked clammy. His eyes looked black 
"Hey," he nodded to Shannon, 
"Iz," Axl said walking in the room. 


"Axl why is he here?" Stephanie asked with her hands on her hips, "I thought we agreed he wouldn't come here 
when Dylan is here." 


"Shut the fuck up!" Izzy snapped at her. 
"I live here! You don't! You can't come here anytime you." 


Izzy spun to meet her with a spiteful look, "If you only knew how many nights I've come here and fucked him 


while you're passed out you would faint darlin.” 
"Oh yeah..well you just remember that every time you suck his dick you're tasting my pussy!" 


Izzy gave her a crooked smile, "I got no problem eating pussy..you on the other hand may not so much like 


what you're sucking when YOU suck his dick" 
"That's enough!" Axl yelled. 


Izzy turned to Axl and took two steps closer to him. They just stood looking at one another until Izzy's head 
dropped. 


"I'm so sorry," he said faintly. 

Shannon soon saw Izzy shivering. Axl wrapped his arms around him. and hugged him. 

"IFs ok. know it wasn't you..it was the smack." 

Shannon could her Izzy softly crying in Axl's arms. He looked to Stephanie who was like a beautiful angry 
statue frozen to the floor. He looked back to Axl and Izzy just in time to see Axl lifting Izzy's chin up to look 
at him. He moved his hair out of his face and ran his thumbs across his tears. 

"| love you," Izzy whispered. 

"I know," Axl, replied as soft. He then gently kissed his lips. 

"What if Dylan came in here right now!?" Stephanie blurted. 

Izzy went cold again and spun to face her. "He's fucking two! He won't remember shit" 

"| wish you would fucking overdose," She said coldly. 

"Likewise you fucking cunt!" 

She rushed forward and slapped Izzy hard. Izzy grabbed her by her wrists and jerked her to him. "Why you so 
frigid darlin? You weren't so rude when you were screaming my name, ‘oh Izzy oh Izzy.please don't stop," he 
smirked at her. 

"Fuck youl" She screamed in his face. 

"Wasn't that memorable honey," he said releasing her. 

She smacked him hard again. 

Izzy point his finger in her face, "Hit me one more fucking time." 

WHACK 

Izzy sighed deeply and looked over his shoulder at Axl. He turned back to Stephanie with a demented snarl. He 
started for her and she instantly began backing away till her back was in a wall. Izzy wrapped her up in his 
arm and began dragging her to the curtains. He grabbed the cord from the tie backs and began tying her 


wrists with it. 


"Now hit me you fucking bitch." 


Take That Stephanie 


Take That Stephanie 

"Axl! Are you just gonna stand there and let him do this to me?!" Stephanie yelled at Axl. 

Axk slightly shrug, "You hit him.he asked you not to." 

Izzy finished tying her hands behind her back and pushed her down in a chair. 

"Sit down and shut the fuck up." 

He walked straight over to Axl and put a hand on the back of his head and pulled him to him for a deeper kiss. 
Shannon blushed as he watched the passion. It was some real television style stuff. He glanced back over to 
Stephanie who looked on in disgust. 

“Something has to change," Izzy said softly to Axl as he withdrew his lips and stared into his eyes. 

Axl nodded. 

"I can't keep doing this baby.." The tears were coming to Izzy's eyes again, "it's killing me.’ 

"What does your wife think about all this?" Stephanie blurted out. 

Izzy spun his head to stare her down, "I'm not above gagging your ass too bitch.” 

"l2," Axl said taking his hands in his. "| remember the first time | ever saw you, leaning against a brick wall 
selling joints at lunch time. You were so fucking cool..so beautiful. haven't stopped loving you for one moment 
since that day..." 

Izzy was about to speak when Stephanie mouthed off, "Aweee ain't that sweet..you fucking faggot!" 

Izzy held one finger up to Axl with a smile as he spun on his heels and marched back over to Stephanie. He 
began unbuttoning his shirt. He pulled it off with a smirk, "You know.| should have probably changed before | 
came over here.see I've been wearing this same shirt about 4 or 5 days, | forget." He smiled as he stuffed it 


in her mouth as she tried to struggle against him. Of course Izzy won 


Shannon watched as he tied it in a tight knot in the back while Stephanie tried to talk and yell from behind it. 
Izzy went back to Axl. 


"| never saw hair more beautiful than yours," Izzy said softly taking a lock of Axl's hair. 


Shannon wondered how they could just completely ignore the fact that he was right there on the couch and 
Stephanie was tied up and gagged. Nothing mattered to either one of them except the other. Shannon could 
finally see how much they loved each other. 


'Iz.please don't give up..don't give up..patience..you wrote the song..you know what l'm saying.-you said if you 


couldn't have me right now, you'd wait. please." 


Izzy rest his forehead on Axl's. "I didn't think I'd have to wait this long," A tear rolled down his cheek "I need 
you Ax. need you so | don't fucking need smack.It kills me when.when | fuck all those sluts.and when you fuck 
them.lts not supposed to be like that.lts just supposed to be you and me..remember?" 


‘lm so sorry lzzy..you know how hard it is for us in the spotlight.We wanted this.the rock and roll dream." 


Izzy softly shook his head, "Nothin's how we thought it would be." 


Flying The Coop 


Flying The Coop 
‘Iz can't go home..you know that," Axl said with tears now in his eyes." 


"I know," Izzy softly nodded looking down. "And Il can't keep living without you." Izzy embraced Axl, "Somethir's 


gotta give..l don't know how much longer | can wait.l'm not as strong as you Ax." 
"Yes you are lz," Axl hugged him tightly as they both cried in one another's arms. 
Eventually Izzy began shifting and stiffening and freeing himself from Axl's grip. 


"No," he said, "you're not gonna make it all ok this time Ax.lts not ok any more.l'm done with this shit.Just 


come with me.please." 
Axl sighed and glanced down, "Iz | can't." 


Izzy stood frozen for a few moments just staring. Then he wiped the tears from his face with a nod. He 


turned around and crossed over to Stephanie. 


He hovered over her pointing his finger between her eyes, "I'm letting you go.but so help me fucking god if 


you say one fucking word or touch me one fucking time..! will lay your ass out.got it? Nod." 


Stephanie nodded. Izzy began untying her wrists. She wrangled free and instantly went to work on un-gagging 
herself. She threw Izzy's shirt at him and stormed from he room. 


"Hey kiddo," Izzy said to Shannon 
Shannon looked at him. 

"Wanna get out of here? Go get a drink or something?" Izzy asked 
"| think you did enough with him last night,” Axl spoke. 


Izzy looked to him and move the hair from his eyes. "I'm tired of always being alone Ax..alone and waiting for 


you to never come.please.just let him come." 


Axl sighed understanding what Izzy meant. Izzy would drown his sorrows in any substance he could. If he had 


some form of responsibility, like looking after Shannon, he wouldn't be so inclined to use. Axl looked to Shannon, 


"Maybe you should go stay with Izzy..You're here to get a band going and | haven't shown you a thing. mean 


at least Iz got you laid.l'm real busy with Dylan and..and Stephanie.l+ probably would be best if you go stay 
with Izzy." 


Shannon looked back and forth between them not knowing what to say. Finally he swallowed, "Ok," and stood up 
to go get his things. 


When he returned Axl and Izzy were standing across the room from one another just staring each other down 
"Ready kiddo?" Izzy sniffled and tried to fight back tears 

"Yeah," Shannon softly nod, "See ya Axl” 

"Yeah," Izzy said, “See ya Axl" 

"I love you Iz," Al said. 


Izzy said nothing, only nodded and turned and walked out the door. Shannon could hear him sniffling behind him, 


coming down the walkway. Shannon just walked to Izzy's car and got in 


Mental 


Mental 

Shannon looked at Izzy as he got into his car. Izzy sat there in the seat just staring at the steering wheel for 
a minute. Slowly he brought his hands up to grab the wheel. Then slowly his head rested at it, hugging the 
wheel. Shannon could hear him crying softly. 


Shannon turned to him and lightly touched his back. "Izzy?" 


Izzy sniffled and raised his head. "l'm fine," he wiped away the tears sniffling, "I'm fine." He stuck the key in the 
ignition and cranked it. Put it into drive and took off sideways throwing rocks. 


Shannon's eyes got huge as Izzy flew down the winding road. He seemed to not give a damn if they wrecked. 
zby the look on his face he wasn't even behind the wheel. Only the primal function of autopilot maneuvered the 
sports car around the curves. 


"Uhm.|zzy..You mind slowing down just a little bit?" Shannon uneasily asked. 


Before he knew what was happening Izzy was slamming on the brakes. He came to a halt sideways in the middle 


of the highway. Shannon was pushing with both feet on the imaginary brakes in the passenger floorboard. 
Izzy sat breathing deeply for a moment, still not appearing to really be here. He finally turned and looked to 
Shannon. "I should kill that fucking coke whore, give her goddamn arsenic or anthrax or some shit. fucking hate 


her! | fucking hate her!!!" He began banging at the wheel. 


"Izzy, You know maybe we should get out of the middle of the street,” Shannon panicked looking both ways for 


cars. 


Then and only then did Izzy even seem to realize they were at a dead halt sideways across the two lane 


highway. He pushed the gas and took off at a more normal pace. 
"lim fine," He muttered and seemed to be more focused on his driving. 
Shannon began to relax a bit. Then out of the blue he was startled by Izzy blurting. 


"l4 years! 14 fucking years I've been right by his goddamn side at everything! He chose for us to be like this! 
Not me! He don't give a shit about me! He don't fucking care!" 


‘Oh no Izzy, | think he truly does," Shannon disagreed. 


"You don't do this shit to someone you love! You don't!" 


"But last night Izzy..and.and you have a wife." 
"Haven't you payed attention kiddo? That shit ain't real." Izzy shook his head. 
"Seemed pretty fucking real to me man," Shannon huffed. 


"| don't even know her fucking name." Izzy sighed. "It don't matter..and my wife..some Swedish groupie.'ve spent 
maybe a month total with her in the year we've been ‘together’..She don't mean shit to me." 


Shannon just didn't know what too say. 


"Fuck it," Izzy said, "let's get fucked up." 


The Riot House 


The Riot House 

Shannon was dying at the silence inside of Izzy's car. He couldn't resist trying to engage him in conversation 
"So.where are we going?" He asked. 

"The Riot House," Izzy sighed, "Best place to find dope." 

Shannon could understand why after the twisted fight with Axl and Stephanie. 

"Hope | don't just pass out," Shannon replies. 

Izzy glanced at him. He wanted to actually do more smack with him? 

Izzy's car pulled up in the parking lot of The Intercontinental Hyatt House. 

"Come on," He says killing the engine. 


Izzy leads them to the door. To shannon it just looked like your standard hotel. They got into the elevator. The 


doors closed and they went up. Izzy looked at shannon starting with his shoes and slowly going up to his face. 
"What?" He asked Izzy with a shrug. 
Izzy smirked, "We gotta do something about your clothes." 


The elevator doors opened and as they stepped out a guy naked and running down the hallway ran right into 


Shannon. 


"Woah dude, sorry," The guy said He towed was really tall, black messy hair. Then like a lightning bolt he was 


gone. 
Shannon turned to Izzy with a ‘what the fuck look’. 
Izzy laughed, “That was Tommy Lee. He would be naked 24/7 if he could” 


Then Shannon noticed all the people lining the hallways. Talking. Drinking. Smoking. Snorting. Kissing. It was all right 


there. People were coming in and out of rooms. 


"Hey l2" Said Slash drunkenly sliding an arm around him. What's up?" 


"Scoring," Izzy said. "Who's holding?" 
"Um.Sixx has a shit load" Slash answers. 

Izzy rolls his eyes, "You know | hate that prick" 

"Want me to go get it? He's pretty out of it! 

"Yeah," Izzy nodded 

Slash walked off and went into one of the rooms. 

Izzy leaned into the wall and lit a cigarette. Soon some girls walked by in short skirts and high heels. Izzy 
reached out and grabbed one's hand. He jerked her to him and gave her a deep ass French kiss. The other girl 
smiled at Shannon as she chewed gum. 

Izzy parted from her lips. 

"You're Izzy Stradlin," she smiled 

Izzy gave her a crooked smile, "You wanna come home with me darlin?" 


"Yeah, sure!" She said excitedly. "What about my friend?" 


"Sure, She can go with my friend here. He's staying at my place." Izzy smiled taking a drag from his cigarette. 
He looked at the two chicks. "You girls.party right?" 


"Yeah," they nodded in unison 

About that time Slash had returned with Izzy's score. 
"Thanks man," Izzy nodded to him. 

"Sure," Slash waved and rushed off. 


Izzy pocketed it. The girls latched on to Izzy and Shannon's arms and they all four left. 


Numbing The Pain 

Numbing The Pain 

It was hard for Shannon to concentrate on Izzy's crazy driving with some strange girls tongue in his ear. 
However hr felt the inertia of gravity sling him on side to the other. Shannon wasn't sure but he thought Izzy 
might have been getting a hand job. 

When they made it to Izzy's Izzy filed out with the other three in tow. They went straight to his bedroom. 
Izzy began scrounging about for needles. The girls entertained Shannon on the bed while Izzy prepped fixes at 
the night stand. He wasted no time in fixing himself and doing a few rails of coke. 


"Kiddo you're up," Izzy motions to the night stand. 


Shannon gets up and goes to it as Izzy melds with the half naked girls on his be, devouring them and 
undressing. Shannon tries to remember how Izzy had shot him up before. He began trying to do it. 


"Need help kiddo?" Izzy asked from the human pretzel of nude bodies. 

Shannon was just about to say yes when he saw the blood. "I got it," he said sounded surprised. 
"Then come on already," Izzy said as his lips crashed into one of the girls. 

Shannon shoved the drug in, feeling it overtake him. 

"Do some coke," Izzy said in a pant moving from the girl as the other began sucking his dick. 


Shannon tilted his head to the side an did a good amount of coke, He was set now. He climbed into the pile of 
bodies and began kissing the girl who was kissing Izzy. 


"What do you say we make this interesting," Izzy smirked. 

"Like what?" The girl sucking his dick looked up and coved. 

"We put all our names in a hat.draw a name, and that's who we fuck." 
"What if you draw Shannon's name?" The girl with Shannon asked. 

"| swing both ways," Izzy shrugged. 


Shannon felt his stomach drop as his name was thrown in a hat. Everyone drew. Shannon got the girl who had 


been on Izzy's dick. She got the other girls name and Izzy..well lzzy drew Shannon. Shannon's nerves were on 


end. 


"We'll give you privacy if you like," Taking the other girl by the hand and leading her from the room. Shannon 
was thankful. 


Ab hour later The door opened to Izzy saying loudly, "SWITCH" 


The girl smiled and got up and left. Izzy locked the door behind her and sauntered to the bed with a smile that 


made Shannon nervous. 

"Want more dope to relax you?" Izzy asked noticing his nervousness. 

Izzy crawled onto the bed next to Shannon. 

"W-what about Axl?" Shannon asked. 

"You were there.|ts over," Izzy said moving a strand and tucking it behind Shannon's ear. 

'Izzy.l've never done anything like this before." 

"| know," Izzy said softly stroking his cheek with his thumb. "Don't worry, l'm gentle." 

"But." 

Before Shannon could get a sentence out Izzy was kissing him. Izzy was a great kisser. His lips made Shannon 
forget everything, where he was, what he was doing, and the fact that Izzy was a guy. Shannon gave in, his 
mind a blank. 


‘Mmmmm," you taste o good," Izzy purred as his lip guided down Shannon's neck. "I'm gonna do you so good" 


Shannon couldn't help but seek out Izzy's lios again as Izzy forced himself on top of Shannon. He pinned his 
arms above his hed and kissed his neck and chest. Izzy could hear his breath hastening. 


"Do you want me?" Izzy asked. 

Shannon nodded with closed eyes and nipping his bottom lip. 
"Tell me you want me," Izzy moaned at his neck 

‘| want you," Shannon nodded. 


Izzy gripped his chin, "Look at me and tell me you want me." 


Shannon opened his eyes, "I want you Izzy." 

Izzy smiled seductively and kissed Shannon He could feel the head of Izzy's dick sliding between his butt cheeks. 
"| promise | won't hurt you.relax kiddo or itll hurt” 

Shannon took a deep breath and Izzy used this opportunity to slowly glide into Shannon; moaned. 


‘Ita over.its in," Izzy whispered kissing him. 


Izzy's Charm 


Izzy's Charm 

Yeah, Izzy had a charming side. Izzy however usually only used it on Axl. Izzy had a tenderness. He could be 
soft and sweet. When Izzy looked into your eyes he said things he never said out loud. Izzy was sensual. Izzy 
took his time. He likes to tease with sweet kisses and soft caresses. His word drove you mad. Izzy had to have 
been Don Juan DeMarko in a former life. Maybe Shannon understood why Axl just couldn't let him go. 


"Izzy," Shannon says shying away from his perfect lips. "This isr't.i've never done.." 


Izzy traced his lips lightly with his fingertips. "I know..itll be ok," he brushed his lips over his. "I've never had a 
dissatisfied customer yet." 


Shannon could tell by Izzy's sadistic smirk he had to be convinced of it himself. But still Shannon was scared. 
Is gonna hurt," he meekly replied. 


"Promise..you will beg me for more," He said gliding his tongue down Shannon's bare stomach. "Just close your 


eye and imagine l'm a chick if you need to." 


Shannon closed his eyes. He soon felt Izzy's wet finger going in his ass. He pressed on something that drove 
Shannon wild. 


Izzy chuckled an evil snare, "Told you you'd like it kiddo." 


Then to Shannon's surprise Izzy's fingers were followed by his tongue. Shannon squirmed as Izzy held his thighs 
taught and spread eagle. Shannon couldn't help but moan at Izzy's talents. 


"You want me?" Izzy pant licking his hls earlobe. 

Shannon looked to Izzy's solomn innocent face. He trusted every word he told him. 

"You want another fix to relax you?" Izzy softly asked. 

"No.just kiss me as you do it," Shannon nearly winced. 

Izzy gave a crooked smile and gave Shannon a sensual kiss that would make Nunn forget herself. Izzy's hands 
caressed him, relaxing him further. And just when knew Shannon least expected it he snuck some lube onto the 


head of his cock. As he kissed and caressed Shannon he slowly paced the head of his cock at Shannon's asshole. 


"Relax," Izzy purred. "Promise It won't hurt" 


Shannon felt slight pressure as Izzy slowly slid himself in Shannon. Shannon winced and Izzy quickly meld his lips 
with Shannon's, feeling him un-cletch and relax. 


Its in," Izzy faintly spoke, "I told you | wouldn't hurt you right?" 
Shannon nodded, "Now what?" 
"Play with your dick, | like to watch." 


Shannon began stroking and actually getting hard. Izzy smiled and placed his hands on Shannon's kneecaps. He 


slowly began moving is long slow strokes. 

"Yeah... Kiddo, you like that don't you?" Izzy smirked. 

Shannon nodded stroking himself faster. 

"Want me to go faster?" Izzy asked. 

"Just don't hurt me," Shannon moaned lost in euphoria. 

Izzy began gliding a little faster. Izzy was right there but his heart was on Axl. He couldn't believe he was 
throwing away l4 years to act straight for the public eye. It was the 90's, two guys were acceptable now. Izzy 


wanted none but Axl. 


Yeah he was here with Shannon, but it was more of a ‘Fuck You Axl, | can get by fine without you' 


proclamation. Izzy wasn't interested in Shannon. But he saw the way he looked at Axl. Problem irraticated. 
"Oh Izzy." Shannon moaned. 

Yeah Izzy was used to hearing that in bed. Being bi gave you the best to please anyone. 

"You're gonna come aren't you?" Izzy whispered in Shannon's ear. 

Shannon nodded erratically. 


Izzy rare back and gave Shannon a few more pumps before he was shooting his load uo an on his stomach and 


chest. Izzy tossed him a towel. 
"Send that bitch in now." 


Shannon cleaned the come off himself and sent the girl in. The other girl was waiting on him wiht a grin. God 


Shannon loved hanging ouy with Izzy! 


I'd Rather Be Alone 


I'd Rather Be Alone 


Shannon stretched next to Izzy in Izzy's bed. After the girls left he and Izzy went for round two together and 
passed out right there. Shannon smiled like a giddy school girl. Izzy was unbelievable, better than any girl and 
better than masterbation 


Shannon wanted to wake Izzy for another roll in the hay but was distracted when Izzy turned to face him. His 
look wasn't one of joy. Ne secretive smile. no cocky grin. No ‘how was last night?. No there was something 
lurking so deeply in his eyes that it was seated in his soul. His eyes fluttered, unable to even look at Shannon 
"Morning," Shannon glemed. 

Izzy feigned a smile and lit a cigarette. "Feel free to shower..and by all means borrow my clothes." 


"You ok lz?" Shannon smiled. 


"Yeah.just rather be alone ya know." He turned his back to Shannon and ran his hands through his greasy 
messy hair. "Oh..and lets keep this between you and me, ok?" 


"Yeah, Shannon nodded, "Sure." He got up and went to shower. 


Izzy reached for a bottle of Jack by his bd. He guzzled a third of the bottle in one gulp, thinking of Axl. Tears 
came to his eyes. He loved him so much, but it was all over. Izzy couldn't wait forever for something Al would 


never do..come out of the closet. 


Izzy was so angry that Axl chose fame over him. He didn't give a fuck about Shannon. He just wanted to show 


Axl somebody wanted him besides just him. But it hurt. Axl was the only guy Izzy had ever felt that way for. 


Baybe he should go out of town for a while. Maybe he should go see his estranged wife in Sweden. Sticking 


around here was going to cause a shit storm. 
But fuck it. Axl deserved it. 


Izzy reaced for his works and prepped him a healthy dose of smack to get him through the day. Maybe it 
would dull the pain he felt. Even though it was over, Izzy still felt as though he had cheated on Axl. 


His heart ached at what he had done. Is soul bled for Axl. He wanted to tell him everything and how sorry he 
was. Yet at the same time he wanted to rub it in and make Axl feel what he felt.loss..anger..betrayal..ache 
beyond ache, and most importantly guilt. 


yeah, Izzy needed to be alone to get his head right. He had to decide howto deal with this situation He had to 
make Axl get it. He had to make him see how much he truly loved him. Axl was his world. Nothing mattered to 
him more. He had to show Axl he felt just the same. 


They were supposed to be each other's everything. How could Axl throw it all away for bullshit fame? Izzy 


had to make him see that their love was more important. But how? 


Izzy shoved the needle under his skin. Fuck it for now. Right now he needed that warm numbness to encompass 
him and make it all go away. He knew it wouldn't last, but for now he needed it. 


Nothing made hell turn into heaven lie heroin. Nothing killed the pain or blanked our your brain like heroin. Izzy 
needed to me blank and null and void. His heart couldn't take the pain. 


Axl's Sees 


Axl Sees 
Axl's POV 


It was killing Axl to hurt Izzy. He loved him, but the world they lived in cold never accept them. He decided to 


go try to smooth thing over with him and make sure Izzy wasn't getting Shannon into too much trouble. 

Axl let himself into Izzy's house and made his way to his room. His feet froze in the open door. Izzy's hands 
were wrapped up in Shannon's hair and Shannon was sucking him off. His heart sank an tears formed in his 
eyes. 

Izzy an Axl had never been with other men. Maybe it was how they kept their love going so long. But here 
Izzy was, betraying that love. Axl could see Izzy's idle threat wasn't a threat at all. Izzy had had his fill. zzy 
just couldn't do it anymore. 

Axl understood how long 14 years had been, but to him every day had seemed like just the day before. They 
were so happy for so long. Fame changed it all. Fame made them have to hide their love. Izzy banged groupies, 
and Axl had toojust mere pretenses to a hetero facade. 

The tears streamed down Axl's face as Izzy moaned. Izzy was serious. Izzy was done with him. He certainly 
didn't waste no time in moving along. Axl's heart crumbled at the smirk on Izzy's face. It soon disapated when 
Izzy's eyes looked up to see Axl's tears. 

"Axl." he said. 

Shannon looked up at Izzy to see him staring in the doorway. He turned to see Axl frozen and crying. 

"Let me guess," Axl wiped his tears, "it's not what | think" 

Izzy reached over and lit a cigarette. "No man.it is what it is," he exhaled, 

"So you were serious? It's over between us?" Axl almost whispered. 

Izzy sighed, "You know it has to be Ax..its the only way we can stay friends." 


"I can't imagine just being friends Iz. love you." 


"And you know | love you..but its not enough..not enough to make this work." He inhaled again. "It's time to end 


this." 


‘Iz.| don't want to end it, you're all | ever wanted" 


"No," Izzy shook his head "If you really wanted me you would show it. All| am is your dirty little fucking 


secret. You don't mind fucking me so long as it's a secret," 
"But the guys know," Axl retort: 


"Only because we used to spend our time together as band mates and best friends." Izzy explained, "now 


everything has changed. We aren't close any more. We've drifted apart..you and me too." 

"Please Iz.don't leave me." 

"To imply leaving would mean one had to obtain you. | never had you..you were never mine," Izzy snuffed out 
his cigarette. "| remember a Billy Bailey who used to be so scared and timid. You thought the world had nothing 
in it for you but me. But then you found Axl Rose. The whole world wanted you..but me..you forgot all about 
me Ax." 

"I've never forgot Iz" 

"Well | feel forgotten! feel like there's no place for me in your life any more. All| am to you is the only guy 
you feel comfortable fucking and you have a carnal need o be fucked by a man," Izzy sigh, "| can't live my life 


loving someone who don't have the balls to love me back. | wanna be happy Ax..with out without you | deserve 


that much at least" 
Axl wailed, "Ifucked it all up.didn't 1?" 


"Ax you fuck everything up.its just you. But i loved you in spite of it. | just can't any more. You'll always have 
a special place in my heart.but | wanna be happy Ax." 


Axl nodded, "You do deserve happiness lz. God I'm so sorry for what | did" 


"Today's a new day Ax..and you'll always be my best friend" 


Izzy's Coping Skills 
Izzy's Coping Skills 


Izzy came off as the coolest cat around, The truth of the matter was he had no coping skills at all. Izzy just 
shut down and locked himself inside of himself. Only one person could gain access to the depths of his mind, 


Axl. 


IZZY was already feeling the effect of Axl's absence. 14 years was a hell of a long time to spend day and out 
with some. Izzy felt like losing a family member, or at least a beloved pet. Axl was all he knew in this life. How 


did he even begin to try to carry on without him? 


Izzy honestly thought that what he and Axl had was forever. Well forever turned out to not be 
so long. Izzy was knocking at 30's door He didn't want to live his life under some false illusion. He didn't want to 


be with Anika anymore. All he wanted was Axl. 


A tiny part of him regret Shannon, but hey a but was a nut, right?. Shannon was merely Izzy's pawn to bring 
Axl pain. He wanted Axl to bleed like he did. He wanted to be happy before he got too old to be. He had to let 


go of Axl and move onward with his life. 


It wasn't gonna be easy when they were in the worlds largest rock group together, but things had to come to 
an end. lzz wanted happiness. If he couldn't find it with Axl he would find it elsewhere. He was Izzy goddamn 


Stradlin, he could have whoever he wanted. He just couldn't have Axl anymore. 


Izzy wanted unconditional love. Love from someone who could love him back despite what the world thought. 
But fame was Axis life now. It had changed him so much. Izzy barely recognized him anymore. When they 
were alone he got just a small glimpse of the man he had loved for 14 years. 


But it was all over now. Axl wanted it all and Izzy only wanted axl. But Axl wasn't the love of hi life anymore. 
Izzy only felt used anymore. Axl was never going to love him the way he wanted. Izzy's heart was broken. Izzy 


was done hurting. 


Izzy wanted someone to love him completely. He wanted to share his love with someone completely. He couldn't 
take the loneliness of waiting for Axl to come around any more. There had to be someone who could love him. 


Maybe he should just give his estranged wife a shot. 


Anika wasn't bad. Sure she loved him because he was Izzy Stradlin, but even Izzy Stradlin deserved love, right? 


It wasn't Axl's love, but it was love. 


Axl was dead to him now. Axl would never come around or change. Izzy couldn't wait any longer. Izzy wanted to 
share his life with someone. He didn't want to be forever a bachelor. He had too much love to give. He needed 


to be loved back. 


Luckily he had a new toy to kill the pain. Shannon Hoon. 


Comprehending 

Comprehending 

Axls ride home was spent in silence and the solitude of tears. He never knew how serious Izzy was about not 
being to take it anymore. Well he showed him tonight. It heart was crumbling. He and Izzy were the only guys 
they got intimate with. That was all over now. 

Izzy had finally given up. He had finally let Axl go. After 14 years Axl never thought Izzy would leave him. What 


they had had was real. Where did it all go wrong? Was it having to stay in the closet? Did that mean Izzy 


planned to come out? 


No, Izzy wouldn't do that, he cared about GNR like | did. He would probably return to his wife and play the 


family man Who knows maybe he'd make a few kids too. 

While it was killing Axl, he only wanted Izzy to be happy, no matter hat it ws. Hw wished it could be him, but 
they both knew it couldn't be. hell maybe Axl would marry Stephanie. maybe then he and Izzy could be even 
and stay best fiends. 

Axis mind drifted off to the first time he and Izzy were together at lalzzy had always been the one who took 
charge. he wasn't as timid as Axl, or as shy. It was both of their first time to be together. Axl was a virgin, 
but Izzy wasn't. 

Izzy kissed and stroked him so lovingly to relax him. When they finally were naked Izzy looked down at Axl. 
"Tell me if it hurts." 

Axl nodded, clenched and nervous. 

"Relax Ax.l'd never hurt you or make you don't wanna do this if you're not ready." 

"No.l'm ready." He nervously replied. 

Izzy smiled faintly and rubbed the head of his lubed dick over axl's ass. 

"Relax..l'll be gentle." 


"| trust you |z" 


Then axl felt the gentle pressure as Izzy slid in him so slow and deep. Izzy was always the best lover he ever 


had. How could he live without his lovemaking ever again? 


Yeah, well revenge is a dish best served cold. Axl could give him a taste of his own medicine. He prayed it 
would make Izzy see how much he still loved him. It couldn't be over, it just couldn't. Axl needed Izzy to breath. 
Axl needed Izzy to keep him sane. Izzy was his everything beyond GNR. He had to find a way to get him back. 
There just had to be a way. 


The Runner 


The Runner 
When Shannon came out of the shower in Izzy's clothes he say him with a suitcase on his bed packing. 
"Going somewhere?" Shannon asked. 


"Yeah man, | gotta get away from LA for a while. Shits gotten too deep ya know?" He said cramming unfolded 
clothes in. He turned to glance at Shannon. "My look is a much better fir for you than Axl's." 


Shannon looked down at himself, "I feel like a drug dealer." 

Izzy smirked, "I was a drug dealer. Not much difference in that and a rock star." 

"So where are you going?” Shannon quizzed. 

"Think i'll go to Florida and surf, chill with my dad a few days. Guess | should go pay a visit to the wife too." 
Shannon nodded. "Is this about Axlor about me?" 


Izzy lit a cigarette and took a drag. "Its about Axl mainly.but | shouldn't have done that shit to you last 


night.it was a.a rebound fuck." 
"Well | didn't mind it. You're unbelievable Iz" 


Izzy's eyes drift away as he grabbed a few more things and stuffed them into the suitcase. Shannon wondered 


if he would be able to close it. 


"Look if you want you can feel free to stay here at my place.unless you prefer the company of Axl and coke 


whore?" 
"You wouldn't mind?" Shannon asked in surprise. 
"Nah..it's the least | can do for last night" 


'So..last night was..was just a one time thing?" Shannon asked with marked disappointment easily heard in his 


Voice. 
Izzy's gaze fell to the floor, "Look kiddo my head's all fucked up right now. i have no answer to give you." 


"Well for the record i hope it wasn't," Shannon sadly whispered. 


"Kiddo last night you were great. | like shy and timid. | like being gentle." 

"And you were it only hurt for a second" Shannon nodded. 

"Look kiddo, | can tell you like me..but l'm no damn good." 

"I think you're the coolest mother fucker | know." 

Izzy huffed, "It's just a facade out of pretense kiddo.just to blend in" 

"How long will you be gone?" Shannon asked, 

| run kiddo. | run from my problems till they corner me. | have no clue how long it's gonna take." 
"Should | tell anyone?" Shannon asked. 

Izzy pulled an envelope from his back pocket. "Just give this to A for me, would you?" 


"Sure, no problem." 


Lover's Quarrel 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks slashgirl for the advice 


Lover's Quarrel 


The walkway to Axl's door was the longest walk he had ever walked before. When he got to the door it swung 


wide. 

"Where's Izzy?" He hastily asked. 

"Um.he took a trip," Shannon shoved his hands in Izzy's jeans. 

"Why are you wearing Izzy's clothes and driving his car,"cAxl folded his arms over his chest. 

"He's letting me house sit while he's gone." 

"How convenient for you..this mean you two are a thing now? Iz certainly didn't waste no time in moving on!" 


"That's not what last night was Axl. He was hurt and lonely. He just wanted to hurt you because you hurt 


him. 
Axl looked down. He did hurtHe felt like such a fool. He had thrown away happiness with both hands. Izzy loved 
him the way no one ever had. Izzy knew just how to bring him out of his manic states. There was no better 
match out there for Axl except Izzy. 

"You fell for him didn't you?" Axl asked with skepticism. 


"No man. really didn't mean to.." 


Izzy's very charming and irrsistible," Axl softly replied. "It's funny actually because he's so quiet and shy most 
of the time. Izzy hates crowds and interviews and pictures.” 


"Axl.are we cool? i know it was wrong to let your boyfriend take me on the rebound..but | just couldn't resist 


him. 
"No body knows better than me how irrrisistable Izzy is." Axl snapped. 


‘I'm sorry i didn't mean to be a dick Axl. i feel really badl'm just gonna go and give you some time. | 


understand if you hate me..so read Izzy's letter and maybe we'll see each other soon" Shannon turned to leave. 
Axl went to his couch and sat down. he tore open the envelope from Izzy. 
My beloved Axl, 


At lb years old | gave my heart to you. Girls were there but not significant. It was you i dreamed about and 
jerked off to. | thought of you every waking moment of the day. you always brought a smile to my face and 


warmed my heart. 


The best times of my life were spent with you Ax. Vowing to conquor the world someday. and we fucking did 
it, side by side together. Every step of the way we were together. But shit's changed. Fame as made me push 


me away. it has caged me and stifled my true self. 


You are my truth Ax. | hope you know the kiddo was just to get back at you. He's a naieve kid, he's not you. 
there is but one Axl Rose..my Billy Bailey. 


But i can't go on like this Ax. The heroin helps but it never completely dulls the pain. You make me feel used, 
like a gullible idiot to let you string me along. Im not even sure if you really love me Ax. This relationship has 


always been one sided, my side. 


l'm going away for a while to get this shit straight. 14 years has ended for me. i need a period of adjustment. | 
love you Axl, but that love has to downgrade to friendship. You will always be my best bro. I'll always be here 
for you. | swear it to you on the 14 years we have spent together. | just have to figure out to transition that 
shit to just friends. 


Ill not stay gone too long, and i will miss you more than you will ever know. i really loved you axl, manic 
psychotic tantrums and all. I'm sorry Ax. But | don't want to be alone forever. i want a family. | want kids, and 


so do you. 


As we said it best, "Don't you cry tonight. | still love you baby." | honestly wish you nothing but happiness Ax. | 


also want it for myself. | want a life Ax..with or without you. 


love, 


| zzy 


The Gypsey 


Izzy's POV 


So i took a trip to clear my head, not that it fucking worked. | felt awful for cheating on Axl with the kid. | just 


knew no other point to get it across to him. | had waited patiently so long. How long did he expect me to wait? 


God Knows | love him, but i want a life, a lover, kids, the quaint house. | didn't want all this GNR hype now. But 
Axl needed it to fulfill some childhood of unwanted feelings. 


We start recording Illusions soon. | don't even want to. | can't take looking at Axl. | didn't know how to be just 
his friend. It was time for me to close that chapter and move on. But | didn't know if i could let him go. After 


so many years he was all i knew. 


| exited a plane in Sweden to pay the estranged wife a visit. She greeted me with a big kiss and a hug and her 


Swedish accent. 

"| missed you terribly,” She clung to me. 

"Been real busy working. Had a few days off so | thought | would come see my beautiful bride." 
Anika took a step back and looked him over closely. "You're on the junk again aren't you?" 

Izzy rolled his eyes, "You know you married a junkie babe." 

"But you look awful Izzy." 

"I'll be fine," he reassure her with a kiss." 

"So is your dick working?" 

Izzy smirked, "Seems to be. it's been months," he lied. 

"Then maybe | should take you upstairs and say hello properly." 


Izzy frowned, "I got killer jet lag.but dope sick..can you give me a while," he turned on a charming smile and 
held her in his arsm. 


"How did you get dope through customs?" 


Izzy smirked, "Swallow it or shove it up your ass." 


‘| married such a bad boy," sh smiled. "Oh, and later | wanted to talk to you about something. You go 


recooperate right now." 


Izzy kissed her cheek and headed up the stairs to the bathroom to get the smack out of his ass and to throw 
up the balloon of coke. Time was of the essence, eventually the things would burst and an overdose would be 
imminent. 


Izzy somehow wished he would overdose. Death would be easier than dealing with all the shit going on in his 


life. Axl, the kiddo, Anika, Stephanie the coke whore. It had been a long flight. Izzy needed a fix now. 


Not The Same 


It's Not The Same 

Anika for the most part was some Swedish country bumpkin groupie. | only married her because Axl married 
Erin. We had an image to uphold and it wasn't some fag band. We were street kids. | had possession and dealing 
charges.Axl had been arrested like 20 times. Slash has public intoxication charges and Duff has a DWI. 

Anika lay in my arms after hours of intense love making. She wasn't the brightest girl. She really thought | 
worked so much Truth was we ha already spent our advance, on dope mainly. No we had to put out two 
records to make Geffen happy. 

"Anika," | nudge her. 

"Hummm?" she mumbled half asleep. 


"Let's make a baby." 


She sat up and looked at me as if i were insane, "How are you gonna be a dad from the road. We never see 


each other to make a baby?" 

"| want you to come with me. miss you baby" Naturally this was a lie 

"Do you even know anything abut kids?" She asked 

"Yeah. | raised my little bothers. | was only eight years old” 

Anika was silent a moment, “Izzy, lm not really ready for kids. 

"Baby, lm almost 30 years old. | can't wait. Not forever." 

"Im not saying forever..lets just wart a while” 

Izzy sighed, "You know | don't need you to make a baby Anika" 

"So what are you saying?" She snapped, " you're gonna have a baby with someone else” 
'No.just saying | want a kid and one isn't hard to come by’ 

"| can't believe your'e actually saying this shit to ms..at the height of your fame: 


Izzy sighed, "l'm not so sure | wanna do this anymore. | just want my life back, ya know?" 


"You're Izzy Stradlin your life will never be normal again." 
"In time | think it could be." 
"Look | married Izzy Stradlin from LA, not Jeff Isbell from Indiana" 


"Ever the little groupie at heart huh?" Izzy asked in a condensending tone. "Maybe we should cut our loses on 


this sham marriage. mean l'm not going to be famous much longer. Fuck, you don't even want a baby with me. 
"Are you sating you want to divorce me?" She asked in shock. 

"I think we should. We are two different people who want different things." 

"Whatever Izzy..not like i an't marry myself another rock star. 

"Whatever makes you happy Anika.go for it. | hope you have me the common courtey to o the same for me." 
Anika slid off her wedding ring and hand it to Izzy, "To remember me by." 


Izzy twiddles it in his fingers, "Thanks." He reached into his back pocket for his money clip, "And maybe this 
would be a good parting term on my behalf," he said shoving her her thousands. 


Back To LA 


Back To LA 
Izzy's POV 


Let's get one thing straight. | never loved Anika. | even made her sign a prenuptial agreement. | knew she was a 
gold digger the moment she wanted to go shopping on my tab. | also knew she only married me because | was 


Izzy Stradlin of Guns N' Roses. 


| only married the Swedish groupie because she had a cool accent. The other being being that Axl married Erin 
| just wanted him to hurt like | hurt. And god did it hurt. | never thought he would marry her just to keep me 


a secret, but he did. So eye for an eye motherfucker. 


| was torn. | loved Axl. | wanted to be with him always, just not as his secret. | wanted to shout to the roof 
tops that Axl Rose was mine and | loved him. But Axl just didn't have the guts. | had a fuck it attitude, Axl 


was more cautious and career conscious. 


Ax needed the fame to make up for his shitty childhood. He wanted to sick it to every one who bullied him and 
never told he would amount to anything. | knew better. Axl had some killer pipes on him. | encourage him every 


single day to be a singer. In the beginning he was so shy. LA had a way of changing those things. 


| could see the lights of LAX shining in the distance. | couldn't wait to get off that plane and go score some 
smack. | was already in the beginning stages of being dope sick. This had to be remedied We had studio time 
booked today. Axl probably wouldn't show, he always lay his vocals last. 


Today it would most likely being me and Duff doing the rhythm parts. This was becoming the longest made 
double record in history. It was nothing like Appetite. Axl wanted to bury Appetite. He wanted some symphony 
and keyboards. He wanted ballads. Ballads were my speciality, but not the style Axl wanted. | sounded more like 
the Stones or Bob Dylan, or Eric Clapton And Axl had no problem pointing that shit out. He was my biggest 


critic. 


| wonder how the Kiddo fared after | left him with Axl Knowing Ax he beat the shit out of him. Then again 
maybe Axl turned around and did the same thing | did to him. It hurt to think of it, but it was over now. | 


couldn't let it hurt anymore. | couldn't keep it a secret anymore. It had to end. it had to be over. 


It took me about an hour to find someone holding smack. | scored, shot up, and headed for the studio. It was 
time to go be the rock star Izzy Stradlin. Please smack get me through this day. Please don't let Axl show up 
and try to talk his way back into my heart. He had a way of doing that. | couldn't let him try to change my 


time. This time | meant it, it was over. 


At the studio | walked in to see Duff plucking his bass. 


He looks up at me, "You look like shit dude." 


Izzy huffed, “Try it from my side." 


Duff's Questions 


Duff's Questions 

Izzy sat there high plucking away at his guitar. Duff assumed it was smack and coke. Izzy had gotten worse 
since they got fame. He used to just be a maintenance kind of guy. It never bothered him that Izzy did smack. 
Now it was beginning to worry him. He knew Axl played a huge role in Izzy's addiction 

'Iz.can | ask you a question he asked unsure. 

"Depends, he answered still locked on his guitar. 

"Well.all these years you and Axl have been playing this cat and mouse fling. Why the sudden change?" 

Izzy stopped playing and looked up at Duff. Because I'm fucking sick and tired of him lying to me. He's told me 
from day one that someday we would be together. But its never going to happen. I've been patiently waiting 
for 14 years. God knows | love him and want him. But | want a family.kids and shit." 

"so you're thinking of getting Anika pregnant?" 

"No. actually went to Sweden to tell her its over. We're getting divorced” 


"Then how do you plan on having this family thing?" Duff asked. 


"Duff, I'm bi | have no problem being with women. Until Shannon Axl was the only guy | had ever been with. 
And | was the only one he had been with." 


"So what then? You're searching for a new wife?" 
"Not searching really.but if it happens then it happens,'lzzy shrugged. 


"so this is really it? Things are really officially over between you you two? You know Axl always begs you to 


come back and you always do." Duff skeptically asked. 


Izzy nodded. "| went to his house and practically asked him to leave with me..to choose me. he said no. He chose 


that cheating coke whore over me. I'm sick of always coming second to everything.” 
"You know Axl turned into a raving lunatic after finding you with Shannon" 


"Good," Izzy nodded," | wanted to hurt him and let it know what it was like being second all the goddamn time. | 
hope he hurts like | do.” 


"Well lz.for what it's worth | think you made the right decision.that is if you don't go back to him." 
"No man.Not this time. I'm tired of always feeling my heart die a little at a time." 
"| don't know how you did it so long," duff shook his head. 


"Love is blind. | really wanted to believe him. | saw his point. A couple of fags would have been beat in Indiana 


and killed in LA. | honestly thought one day he would be only mine and me only his. forever" 
"| hope you find what it is you're looking for man’ 

"So do |," he sighed. He looked back to his guitar and began playing a soft melody. 

"Hey | like that," Duff smiled throwing in a bass line. "What's it called?" 


"4 Years." 


Axi's Revenge 

Axl's Revenge 

Axis POV 

| never thought | would see the day that Izzy would ever be with another man He had always been that 
special someone to Izzy. He never fathomed that Izzy would betray him like that. He had told me a thousand 
time that | would always be the only man for him. 

| knew | was gay that first time Izzy kissed me, but | bit him out of shock. | was completely in the closet. Izzy 
simply ignored the bite and drew my lips to his again. He took things slow with me. | think he was just as 
nervous as | was. Izzy wasn't a virgin, but | was. Plus Izzy had never been with a guy. Then it happen one day. 
Izzy was so sweet and gentle to me. he didn't hurt me a bit. Izzy was very passionate. | had always loved that 
about him. 

| looked out onto the deck to see Shannon tanning without a shirt. Apparently Shannon swung both ways like 
Izzy. Axl couldn't help but wonder about what he did with Izzy. Did Izzy give him the passion he had always 
given him. 

Axl walked out onto the deck. 

"Oh hey man.Everyone out here is so dark, figured | could use a little sunlight” 

| smiled, "You look good." 

Shannon gave me s strange look. 

"I can't help but wonder if you're half as good as Izzy?" 

"| doubt it, it was my first time with a man" 

"Take it from me," | smiled, ‘Izzy's the nest first you could ever have." 

"Axl | was really high..things just led to another." 


"No need to explain, | know all too well how sexy Izzy an be. he taught me everything | know." 


| dropped to my knees next to Shannon and began pulling out his dickShannon put up no resistance. | wrapped 


my wet lips around his hard cock. His dick wasn't as big as Izzy's, but so what. 


"You want me?" | ask Shannon. 


He quickly nodded. 

| stripped out of my clothes as he did the same. | straddled his lap and worked his dick into my ass. 
‘Mmmmm," Shannon shut his eyes. 

| began moving until | felt Shannon thrusting his hips against mine. 

"You gonna come?" | asked him. 


He nodded gripping at mu hips. | got off him and took his dick back into my mouth. | sucked him off and sucked 
him dry. llt was just how | had always done it with Izzy. 


A guilt began coming on. | wondered if Izzy felt guilty. | wonder where he had even gone. Was he gonna come 
back? Could | win him over again? 


Shannon 


Shannon 
Shannon's POV 


| came out here to LA because my sister used to fuck Axl and Izzy. | guess | could see why. They were like 
night and day, fire and water, or sugar and salt. | didn't at all get them. They were both these huge rock 
stars, but Izzy just didn't like fitting into that world really. He just wanted Axl and a normal life. Axl, however 


was addicted to fame, addicted like Izzy was to heroin 


They can both be quite charming when they want to be. So far Izzy was the one who seemed sexier and more 
flirtatious. Funny thing is they called him the quiet one. | just didn't see how anyone found him to be shy or 


quiet. He was so passionate one minute and the next a mad lunatic in bed. Izzy was an incredible lay. 


Axl.l think.well | know the only reason he fucked me was because of Izzy. After Axl was done with me he 
basically ushered me out the door like some fucking groupie. | could see he felt guilty. | had seen it in Izzy the 


morning after too. 


How did | end up right in the middle of a lover's quarrel with two mega stars? | was nobody special. | was just 
some kid from Indiana with a dream, a dream they once had too. | guess my sister must have meant a great 
deal to them if they did this as a favor to her. | really wish Izzy wouldn't have told me they both used to 
fuck her. It gave a brother visual images he just shouldn't have. Especially when said brother had also been 


with both guys. 


Maybe | should just go home, or try living on the streets. Izzy had done it, look at him now. But Izzy wasn't 
afraid of anything. He took everything head on, everything except Axl. Izzy really loved Axl. | could see that 


much. But Axl wasn't as clear on his feelings. If | noticed it then Im sure it ate Izzy alive. 


Izzy was right to do what he did. He was a little shitty to Stephanie, but Axl allowed it. Izzy had mentioned 
fucking her several times. | wondered what the story was with that. Stephanie and Izzy absolutely hated one 
another. | can't believe Izzy tied her up and gagged her. I'm surprised really that he didn't deck her. Izzy struck 
me as pretty unpredictable. 


Axl was supposed to be some psycho who went off into rants, but | had yet to see any of that. Axl was 
surprisingly level headed to me. But then | just met him, plus | had spent far more time hanging out with Izzy. 


When Izzy first met me he was rather rude to me. I'm not sure why really, a few days later and we are 
rolling around on his bed together. But that first day he must have rolled his eyes at me a dozen times. 
Maybe he was craving dope or something. Maybe he didn't like me because | dressed like Axl. Maybe him and 
Axl had been fighting. Whatever the reason. missed the fucker. 


| guess Axl did too. He didn't say much, but then what can he say with my dick in his mouth? | think Axl star 
struck me far more than Izzy. Axl Rose was in the press constantly. In interviews he did 80% of the talking. 
Izzy hardly said 5 words in the press. But that's the part of being a rock star Izzy didn't care for. Izzy just 


wanted to play music. 


And that's what | wanted too. Maybe | wanted fame too. But being around these guys | was accomplishing 
nothing but being wrangled into some really twisted shit fueled by dope. Plus | kind of felt like a home wrecking 
whore..but | can tell this shit was fucked up way before | got here. At this rate | would never find any band 


mates. 


Izzy's Weakness 


Izzy's Weakness 

Izzy's POV 

| was interrupted as | was recording the lyrics for 14 Years. | could see Duff and Slash look at me with the 
same ‘Holy shit look. | then notice the flaming red head coming through the door. | felt my heart drop to my 
stomach, 

"What? You singing now?" He smirks at me. "I thought | was the singer because | sing better." 

‘Iz is actually pretty good man," Duff comes to my rescue. 

"Don't you think I've fucking heard him sing before?" Axl rolled his eyes at Duff. 

| remained silent. There was no point in fighting anymore. 


"So how was your fucking vacation Iz? Visit the wife?" Axl asked me. 


| still remained quiet and just looked down to my left hand that was now ringless. The white circle was quite 


appar ent. 


"Where's your ring? You lose it?" Axl questioned. He actually looked a bit shocked. He knew how tightly that ring 
fit me. 


"It just wasn't working for me anymore,’ | say placing by hand on the fret's and sliding my fingers down 
Axl stood staring at me for a moment. "So is anybody going to explain to me why you're all recording?" 
‘Izzy wrote a song," Slash said dragging from a cigarette. 

"Then why didn't you tell me or show me?" He quizzed me. 

| sigh and look at him, "Because it's about you." 

Slash and Duff glance to one another. 

"You wrote a song about me?" Axl questioned rather surprised. "Well.can | hear it?" 


I'd rather not.not after you just basically called me a lousy singer.” 


‘lm sorry Iz.lts just shocking to see you singing lead vocals. Please, let me hear it" 


| can hear Slash snort. He and Duff already heard the lyrics. This wasn't some beautiful love song like Axl was 
expecting. No this was more of a ‘fuck you Axl song. 


"Fine," | sigh, “fuck it" 


Ax..you might wanna sit down," Duff said nervously, "Slash please remove all the bottles and sharp objects 


from the room." 
Axl looks at them strangely and sits on top of an amp. Izzy nods to the guys to start. 
He draws in a deep breath and starts to sing. 


"| try and feel the sunshine 
You bring the rain 

You try and hold me down 
With your complaints 

You ery and moan and complain 
You whine an tear 

Up to my neck in sorrow 

The touch you bring 

You just don't step inside to 

l4 years 

So hard to keep my own head.. 
That's what | say 

You know.'ve been the beggar.. 
I've played the thief 

| was the dog..they all tried to beat 
But it's been 

l4 years of silence 

It's been 

l4 years of pain 

It's been 

l4 years that are gone forever 


And l'll never have again 


Your stupid girlfriends tell you 
That l'm to blame 

Well they're all used-up has-beens 
Out of the game 

This time I'll have the last word 
You hear what | say 


| tried to see it your way 

It won't work today 

You just don't step inside to 
|4 years 

So hard to keep my own head.. 
That's what | say 

You know..l've been the dealer.. 


Hangin’ on your street 


| was the dog..they all tried to beat 


But it's been 

l4 years of silence 

It's been 

l4 years of pain 

It's been 

l4 years that are gone forever 


And I'll never have again 


Bullshit and contemplation 
Gossip's their trade 

If they knew half the real truth 
What would they say 

Well I'm past the point of concern 
It's time to play 

These last 4 years of madness 
Sure put me straight 

Don't get back l4 years 

In just one day 

So hard to keep my own head 
Just go away 

You know.,ust like a hooker she said 
Nothin's for free 

Oh | tried to see it your way 


| tried to see it your way.” 


For once Axl Rose was rendered speechless. 


Communication 


Communication 


Finally a few words came to the speechless Axl. "You guys mind giving us a minute?" His voice was calm but 


his eyes were in that crazy manic look. The guys gladly left the two of them to themselves. 


Izzy took a drink of beer and lit a cigarette. Axl still sat on the amp just staring Izzy down. Izzy exhaled with a 
shrug. 


"You wanna hit me?" 

Axl said nothing. But tears were working up in his eyes. He cleared his throat. 
"That really what you think Iz?" He sniffled. 

Izzy drug from his cigarette, glancing down with a nod. 

"You're saying all these years..that it was a waste of your life?" 


"| really did try to see it your way..but it just don't work for me anymore. | first came second to you because 
you didn't want people thinking you're fucking gay. Secondly, you don't want fans and press knowing about me. 
Then let's not forget all the fucking girlfriends you treated like shit, but still fucked me when you could. You 
chose to be Axl fucking Rose.| don't much care for the guy anymore. He's fucking psycho. He delays shows for 
his fucking hair..losing a contact..or some other bullshit.just to fucking stall. Fame has fucking come first to 
you now. An image is what you want. Guess | fucking tarnish that. Do you know how it hurts me to be your 
dirty fucking secret? How | can't touch you in public? Or how you don't even like kissing around the guys who 
know everything? | fucking can't do this shit anymore." 


"What about the mind and body part?" Izzy stiffened under his touch. "What about not giving a fuck who 


knows we feel this way for one another? What about living together?" 


"You know the answer as well as | do..we would be right back in Indi-fucking-ana. | can't live there Iz. | can't go 


back to..that evil. motherfucker... Iz l." 

Izzy's eyes locked with Axl's. He saw that look of fear he got in his eyes those few nights Izzy slept in his 
closet. He wanted to help Amy. But he knew what would happen. Izzy knew ever going back was his worst 
nightmare. That was how lzzy justified it. He tried so hard not to understand Axl's point of view, but he did. 


"Ax..sometimes it just takes more than love.." Izzy shook his head. 


Tears flowed from Axl's eyes seeing his point as well 


"| don't even know how not to have you I'm my life lz. You have no idea.every truly good memory | have is 
with you. Don't you remember how | would sneak in your window some nights when | was all beat the fuck up? 
You always cleaned me up. You kissed every spot. You told me one day you'd take me away..and you did Iz. | 
couldn't fucking live on the streets like you so you dealt drugs to give us a shit hole to call home. You always 
held me when | had nightmares, stroking my face and kissing my eyelids. You told me | was safe now, | was 
with you and you'd never let anyone hurt me again Even now Iz.its you who gets through to me when no one 
else can. | need you Iz. like air, food, and water. | love you Izzy. | do love you more than all of this..but this is 
our blessing. Our livelihood. We aren't but 30..Do you know how long a band like us stays on top? Its not 
forever. Baby you know its not forever," Axl stroked his cheek a tear rolled down Izzy's cheek 


"Like Romeo and Juliet.star crossed lovers who couldn't be together because their two wolds condemned it..but 
they just couldn't stay apart. they tried so hard to be..but in the end they both die..and Ax.'m afraid this shit 
is gonna kill me. The heroin is all about you Ax..to dull the pain | always feel because | can't ever fully have 
you. Junkies die man.they always fucking die." 


Axl stroked the tear from Izzy's cheek "Don't you fucking give up on me Iz Don't you fucking leave me. If you 
left me | would die.just like Juliet did when Romeo dies in her arms. She stabbed herself.. would be more 
inclined to use a gun though." 


Izzy completely believed Axl. "What does this leave us? Living just to die?" 


"No," Axl smiled and stroked his lips with his thumb. "We are gonna live. We are going to be legends..and when 
people forget us..You and me are gonna go live on some Island so you can surf and | can meditate in the white 
sands..Qur Shakesperian tragedy isn't ending with our death. It's ending with us together.” Axl drew Izzy into a 
kiss. 


Izzy didn't resit. He so missed Ax'l lips. his arms. His silky red hair. His fingers intertwined through the sleek 
strands at the back of his head as he allowed Axl entry into his mouth. He felt so much love in his heart. It 
felt swollen. It hurt, but it hurt so good. The perfect mix of pleasure and pain The uncanny unwillingness to let 
one another go. The world that couldn't accept them. But for now..one of those rare moments of true love 


burst through Izzy's chest like a heart attack This was a feeling only Axl provoked in him. 


Love At H's Finest 


Love At It's Finest 
Axl's POV 


His soft lips trailed down my Adam's apple as his hand gently tugs my head back. | moan at his touch. The 
touch that brings me alive and sets me ablaze. His hand gently works under my shirt and | can feel calloused 
fingers slide up my sides softly. Tracing circles over my ribs. Moments later both his hands were at the sides 


of my face giving me a kiss as only Izzy can. Words couldn't explain the passion in Izzy's lips. 


Izzy spun me around and pinned my hands above my head and devoured my lips again. He moans into my 
mouth. | know | have him now. He's locked in that magic between us. His lips travel over to my ear. 


His voice came soft and tender into my ear. "Tell me you want me." 

"You know | do," In a deep somber tone | reply. 

Izzy's lips find their way to mine again. Passion, love, want, needing, yearning. All of it mine. His grip on my 
hands above my head drives me wild. | love it when Izzy takes control like this. It's so fucking sexy and so not 
what people would ever guess about him. Well maybe few groupies here and there knew. 


Izzy's POV 


One of my hands trails down his throat as my other hand keeps both hands pinned above his head My mouth 


licks at his ear lobe. Then | whisper lustily, "Tell me you want me." 
"lIl always want you.My Izzy." He pants at me. 

"Tell me you need me." | say with a kiss to his ear. 

"ll never not need you," he moans at my lips on his neck 


| unpin his hands. | grasp him by his shirt and fall to the side across the arm of a sofa with him on top of me. 
He's smiling but | kiss him before he can laugh. | take breath away when | kiss, or at least that's what every 


person has ever said. Or that | was great in bed. | guess | am. 


For me sex is a carnal and primary reflex we all have. We're all looking for that nut, but not everyone has it in 
them. | started fucking at 14..Alot. | sold dope, | could have any girl | wanted. It was the 10's, everyone got 
stoned. By the time | got to Axl at lb | knew a lot, but Axl was easier to know what to do with. We both knew 
what already drove one another wild. And | knew what Axl needed more than anything was to feel safe under 
my black wings. 


My hand pulls up his shirt and | drag my hands down his spine. My lips giving him no moment to think of 
anything else. His red hair, like a golden red Arizona sunset falls over my chest. Axl's fingers un-work the two 
buttons holding it. His hands run up my smooth chest. 

Axl's Pov 


| withdrawal my lips from Izzy's and look into those beautiful bi colored eyes in shades of green and hazel. My 


hand smooths the hair back from his forehead. Now its my turn to ask the questions. 
"Do you still love me 12?" | ask with so much fear of having him slip through my finger tips. 


He nods, "I can't stop..you're just like heroin to me. | crave you. | ache without you. | think of ways to obtain 


you continually. | have never loved anyone but you. Its always been you.” 


"Will you stay?" | mutter, "and wait.not another 14 years, | don't give it ten No body stays on top. Every band 


has that one album they didn't put their soul in. You know this isn't forever. You always said that..remember?" 
| remember," Izzy nods. "| want to wait forever if that's what it takes. I'm Romeo in this failed tale 
anyway..right? Poor doomed Romeo and Juliet. He died for her, foolishly, but dead all the same. | would lay down 
my life for you Ax." 

"Am | yours?" | pant over his lips. 

"Are you mine?" he asks me right back. 


"Forever | nod at him." 


| see the pain in his love filled eyes. Love and pain, it was a strange look. Izzy didn't usually look at me this way. 


| couldn't help but wonder what crossed his mind. 


Not Like In The Fairy Tale's 


Not Like In The Fairy Tale's 
Izzy's POV 


Forever? Was this really what forever would be like? Axl would never change, he couldn't. | was the one 
blessed with the ability to be a be the nomadic gypsy, not Axl? Forever? Forever just like this? Always just 
like this? 


| rip the tattered shirt from him on top of me. In this moment | want nothing but Axl. This is one of the few 
fleeting memories left of a long love so perfect and so unfair. We could have been happy if only Axl would let 


us be. 


| feel his hands ripping at my belt. More. | wanted more. But this, this | so wanted. | needed and craved my 
crazy Billy the Kid. My will, as you know isn't shit anyway. | cant resist the unhealthy dose of him into my 


blood stream. Need. Want. Love? My lips meld into his even more as my fingertips explore his bare skin. 


Pain. Pleasure. I'm unable to tell which it is | feel more in this moment. Yet my hands find their way my zipper 
or his.| don't even know. I'm here..but I'm also in a world all my own. A fantasy where Axl and | get everything 
we ever wanted. A fantasy where just once he chooses me first. This isn't like in the fairy tale's. Not the pain. 


There is no pain in a fairy tale. 


Warm naked skin on skin. | feel him in my every nerve. | feel the beat of his heart out of time with my own. | 
taste the cigarettes on his tongue. They were my brand too. | smelled the shampoo in his fire like hair gripped 
between my fingers every so often. This made it all worth it every time. But | know, once we come..we're 


fucking done again. Done again until the next fucking time. Over and over until | wanna blow my brains out. 


What is it that | feel? The pain? Or the pleasure? Surely one must be more dominant over the other. He 
straddles me. Stradlin’ Stradlin, as the guys would jokingly say. | feel him taking me in My heart beats faster 
as my hands start to shake. 


"| love you so much," | hear him whisper as he begins to move. 


And god knows | loved him too..but | just couldn't force the words out. Again with the thoughts of pleasure and 
pain. Pleasure from the pain perhaps. Maybe pain from the pleasure? Or was it split down the middle? Was it 
both of those things that tugged my heartstrings and made it impossible for me to walk away? 


How could something hurt so much yet feel so wonderful all in the same moment of time? Has time just 
stopped for now? | can see or feel nothing past this moment of pleasure and pain here with my love. Maybe 
l'm the fool for loving him, but | just can't seem to not love him. | so desperately wanted to. | did | wanted to 


run away just so he would come and find me. | wanted to be like Romeo with a unhealthy heroin habit who 


overdoses. And Axl my Juliet who can't live without me. 

But none of these silly thoughts were real. This moment, frozen in time, stuck somewhere between pleasure 
and pain, this was reality. This was real. This was all we had to cling to. Sex was but a mere physical an 
chemical response. This shouldn't have been the only thing left to matter. There shouldn't have been pain here 
in this moment with us. 

"Ax..stop," | say as | try to stop his hips from moving. "Stop," | again repeat. 

Axl gives me furrowed eyebrows and wonder's what the problem is. 

"I can't do this," | shake my head. 

"Your dick says otherwise," he pants. 

"Get up," | say with a look of seriousness. 

Axl does and sits next to me as | sit up and begin pulling back on my clothes. 

"What are you doing?" Axl asks. 

‘lm doing what | should have done fucking years ago.'m leaving." 

"Leaving? What with a big boner in your pants and a case of blue balls?" He snorts. 

‘lm a junkie..remember.| can fix both those problems in one fix." | slide my foot into my boot. 

"You're really leaving? Just fucking leaving?" 

"Yeah," | nod. "Don't worry, I'll be on the flight out next week..but until then.just leave me be." 


"What? lz what the fuck just happened here?" Axl shrug not understanding. 


"Same old shit Axl.the same old shit," | stand up and quickly leave. 


Home Sweet Home 


Home Sweet Home 

Izzy walked through the door of his house and sent the keys flying. He didn't even look to see where they 
went. He walked into his living room and grabbed a bottle of Jack from his coffee table. He turned it up and 
swilled down as much as he could He ran his hand through his hair. He could see Shannon entering his living 
room. 

He took a few more steps and grabbed Shannon around his waist and kissed him hard. Shannon could taste 
whiskey and cigarettes and something else.weed maybe? Izzy had so much force in his kiss. His fingers 
mercilessly gripping at his flesh. 

Shannon removed his lips from Izzy's. "What are you doing?" Shannon asked. 

Izzy only shook his head softly and took a step away from Shannon. He lowered his head and headed up the 
stairs to his bedroom. Shannon didn't know what to make of his behavior or the look on his face. Shannon could 
only tell that something was wrong. Should he maybe say something? He looked up the stairs to hear Izzy 
shutting his bedroom door. 

Izzy leaned his head into the door and sighed as tears rolled down his cheek. He looked to his night stand 
knowing what lay there for him. It was more than time for a fix. He made his way to his bed and sat at the 
edge and began prepping a fix. 

"Izzy?" Shannon lightly tapped at the door, "You ok?" 

Izzy looked up from his lighter under his spoon. "lim fine," he called out. 


"Can | come in?" Shannon then asked. 


Izzy sighed as he heard the door slowly open He didn't even look up at Shannon He just tied off and finished 


what he was doing. 

Shannon watched him shove the needle under his skin. "That looks like a lot," Shannon noted. 

Izzy nod and began shoving it in Shannon watched as Izzy's body began to relax. His head slowly began drooping 
as his eyes shut. An involuentary grunt came from his throat. Shannon reached out and took the needle from 
his arm before he hurt himself. 


"Mmmm," Izzy mumbled and lift his head. 


"You ok?" Shannon asked. 


Izzy said nothing as his head began drooping once more. Shannon took off his boots and lay him back on his 


bed. 
"Don't go," Izzy muttered as he faintly part his eyelids to look at him. 


Shannon looked up at him a bit shocked His eyes looked over to the heroin as Izzy's eyes shut once more. 
Shannon did as he had watched Izzy do before and prepped himself a fix. He took off his shirt and spiked his 
vein. He removed the needle as the drug exploded through him. He looked to Izzy, appearing asleep. He rubbed 
his heavy eyes and lay his heavy head on Izzy's stomach. He felt his hand in his hair just before he lost 


consciousness. 


Waking Up 

Shannon's POV 

| awoke to Izzy gently moving underneath my cheek. | can't yet open my eyes. | think | must still be fucked up 
from last night.or this morning, ya know, however you wanna look at it. | can hear Izzy's lighter spark and | 
soon smell the smoke from his cigarette. | hear him exhale a large sigh. | barely crack open an eye to see him 
sitting at the edge of his bed running his hand over his face. He soon reaches for a bottle of Vodka by his bed. 
He unscrews the lid and takes a very large sized drink. Honestly | don't know how the fuck he does it. 

He coughs a little and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. He stands up and crosses over to the 
window. He stands there a moment, just gazing and smoking his cigarette. | can see his forehead creased in 
deep thought. Soon there are silent tears rolling down his face. He wipes them away and gets another huge 
gulp of Vodka 

Then and only then do his eyes look in my direction He can't see that my one eye is slightly parted and on him. 


| watch as he just looks me over with a blank sort of expression | can't read. He drags from the cigarette, he 


gulps more. He watches me a while, pretending to be asleep. Finally he runs a hand over his head and stalks 
back over to the bed side. 

"I know you're not asleep," he voice barely mutters. 

| fully open my eyes to meet his, him laying on his side facing me. 

‘Nah, it's cool," Izzy says softly, "Just wanna say..thanks for staying," 

"Sure," | nod feeling a bit awkward and not really knowing what to say or do. "Izzy..is everything ok?" 

His eyes float away from mine as he nods. "l'm fine." 

"No..| mean with you and Axl?" 

Izzy faintly huffs, "What's it to you?" 

I'm kind of worried about you," | reply. 


"Why?" he shrugs. 


| really don't know what to tell him other than the fact that he was being quiet. He was drinking and snorting, 
and shooting and popping shit like a madman. | was worried he was gonna fucking die. | could tell things had 
apparently gone bad. And let's not forget his goodnight kiss last night when he came home. 

| shrug back, "You kinda look like a guy who needs somebody to worry about him.’ 


Izzy eyes cut back to mine with what | think is a surprised expression on heroin 


Izzy reaches for a cigarette and lights it. "I'm fine kiddo." He exhale his smoke and looks back to me. "So you 
need a band..right?" 


"Yeah," | nod. 

‘Ive never even heard you sing," It finally dawned on Izzy. "Sing something." 

"What like now?" | ask. 

"Mmmm," he drags off his cigarette and motions with his head to his guitars sitting in the corner. 

| can't play well enough to play anything yet," | confess. 

"Fine.'ll play," he says placing his cigarette in his mouth. He gets up and crosses over to grab his acoustic. He 
comes back to the bed. "What kind of shit you listen to?" he asked exhaling smoke and sticking his cigarette in 
the end of his strings. 

"I. like all kinds of things.” 


lzzy starts to strum. It's the Ramones’ | wanna be sedated. 


"20 20 24 hours ago, | wanna be sedated," | sang along. 


Izzy's World 


Izzy's World 

Izzy's POV. 

The kid could fucking sing. | mean REALLY fucking could SING. He had pipes on him just like Axl but so much 
more beautiful. When this lid sang | fucking felt it. He made me believe every single word he sang as if he 
experienced and wrote it. | was blown the fuck away. 

After what | think was a while The kid looked to me with this big smile just teaming with life. 

"You know you're not being a very good host Iz.! haven't been offered one drink or one line..nothing all day. | 
mean come on man, you don't even have a sperm pool like Axl? There's nothing here for entertainment. Do you 


even own a fucking TV?" 


| look up at him with parted lips. | extend the bottle of vodka over to him. "There," | say, "you deserve it after 


all that screaming." 

"Screaming?" He questions. 

"Singing," | correct myself. "No.it was good.really," | nod. "You're gonna be great some day kiddo. We just have 
to find you some dudes to jam with. Oh and no..no pool..Tv..um..no | don't think | have one of those. But 
apparently you missed the dirt track encircling the house. And apparently you didn't notice the gun targets in 
the trees off the balcony." 

He lit up like a little kid on Christmas morning. "Well bring on the fucking guns man" 

| slightly chuckle. "You don't give guns to kids..but I'll show you my race track," | raise an eyebrow. 

"Racing! Fuck yeah! Got any coke man?" 


"Yeah," | nod and motion to the night stand on the opposite side of the bed. 


Shannon goes over and pulls the drawer open His eye's twinkle. "Have you had a fucking bail of fucking weed in 


here this whole time?" 
"Yeah," | nod. 
He gives me a sly smile, "You wouldn't have if | knew it was here." 


| shyly smile and stand up. | could use some coke too. The kid is virtually bouncing off the walls and l'm melding 


into the bed. | watch him with a smile on his face, rolling joints, making out lines, telling me stories about this 
and that. And then | realized something. | was smiling. | was there with him, watching him, smiling at him. | think 
for a few moments that l'm actually happy. 


This is the first time I've really paid the kid any attention at all other than the first night getting sucked off 
at the Cathouse. | hadn't notice before how happy and alive he was. He had so much enthusiasm. | remember 
when life was like that for me. | remember when it all seemed like so much fucking fun. | missed all that. | 


really did. 


Against my better judgement | walk over to my closet and pull out the arsenal and start tossing guns onto the 
bed. AK-47T's, hand guns, rifels, sawed off's. And my baby. My Beretta This was my gun that | bought off the 
street when | was a heroin dealer. Me and this fucking gun were bonded. There was literally the permanent 


indention of this mother fucker on the front of my waist band. 


"Ok Kiddies..all rides are non refundable. Play at your own risk, no fucking life guard on duty, lock and load 
mother fucker," | smile slapping the clip into the bottom of my gun 


He looks to me with that huge smile and hoots a bit as he starts to choose his weapon 


Ambushing A 6'4 


Ambushing A 6'4" Bassist 

Duff's POV 

Axl came into the fucking studio today all coked out. He couldn't get his words out right so he fucking starts 
bitching at all of us for being drunk. Fuck! He threw us all out and locked himself in the sound booth. He's been 


in there all day and won't come out. We need Izzy. Izzy's the only person he will come out for. 


| pull up to Izy's and everything appears normal. | get out of my car and start for the walkway. Soon there is 
one very naked Shannon Hoon standing before me with a fucking gun! A really big goddamn gun. 


"Freeze!" He calls out, pointing the gun at me. 

The next fucking thing | know goddamn Izzy rolls out of the bushes, rolls and comes up pointing his gun at me 
too! At least he's dressed. These two are coked out of their goddamn minds too! Izzy has a joint dangling from 
his lips. 

"Don't fucking move," Izzy smiles. 

"lz what the fuck?" 

"This is a no downer zone man," Shannon calls out. 

"A no fucking downer zone? Izzy what the fuck is he talking about?" | ask 

"No negativity to cloud our ora’s," Izzy replies. 

| cock an eyebrow and look at Izzy. "What the fuck is going on here? Why is he fucking naked?" 

"He likes being naked," Izzy shrugs as though everything seemed normal. Apparently | wasn’t fucked up enough. 
"Look you gotta come to the studio man..Axl.." 


"Sir," Shannon calls out, "Subject said Axl SIR!" 


| was about to say something when | hear the gun being discharged. | feel it hit my chest. | look down and see 
nothing but red. | fall to the ground screaming. 


"He fucking shot mellll" 


lzzy walks over to me cool as a cucumber and looks down at me with no concern at all. What kind of whacked 


out shit are they fucking on? 

"| need a fucking doctor man! He fucking shot me! Call the cops man!" 
"The cops?" Izzy smirks, "Are you fucking high?" 

"ARE YOU! FUCK! I'm goddamn dying here!" 

"Stop being so dramatic..you're not dying." 


"HE FUCKING SHOT ME!" 


Izzy laughs and aims his gun at my thigh and pulls the fucking trigger. WHAT THE FUCK! Now Izzy's gonna 
fucking shoot me too? What did | fucking do?! 


| scream out 
"See," Izzy smiles and points to my thigh. 

| lift my head to look My thigh is wet and green Huh? 

"Hts just paintballs," Izzy smirks, "Stings like fuck.but you aren't dying man" 

Now | feel pretty goddamn stupid 

"You gonna lay there all day or are you gonna come in for a drink? Izzy asks me and motions to the house. 


"Man.Axl's locked himself in the fucking sound booth at the studio," | state my original goddamn reason for 
being there. 


"So?" Izzy asks. 
| get up off the ground and dust myself off. l'm a fucking mess. "You got to come down there and talk to him." 


"Fuck Axl," Izzy says and walks toward his house. 


Reluctant 


Reluctant 

Izzy's POV 

After about an hour Duff convinced Me to go down to the studio and talk to Axl. | find it awkward to talk to 
him now. It's a real fucking slap in the face when you dream and dream and shit don't work out. | had dreamed 


of being with Axl for so long. Now it was all gone. He would never be mine. 


| sigh when | walk into the room and see Axl doing coke off the side of his fist. He looks at me, his eyes 
bugging out of his head. Is that disgust on his face? 


"Why are you here?" Axl says info the mic. 

Izzy slowly saunters to the control panel to speak through the intercom to Axl 
"Why are you locked in the sound booth?" 

"Because | fucking want to be," Axl snaps. 


"Is this accomplishing some great feat? This supposed to prove something? All it shows is how fucking mental 


you are." 

"Fuck youl You're so fucking sane? You shove needles in your fucking arm!" 

| sigh. What can | even say to that 

"| just don't want it to hurt anymore" 

"Izzy | don't fucking get it. Everything was fine until.” Axl's eyes narrow, "Are you fucking Shannon?" 
"What?" 

"You heard me. Are. You. Fucking. Shannon?" 

"What makes you think he would? The kids straight as an arrow" 

"Is he now? Didn't seem too straight when | was fucking him" 


My brow scrunches together. Axl fucked Shannon too? What a dirty little whore Shannon was. An opportunistic 
little fuck trying to fuck his way to the top. 


"Well | guess what we do now isn't each others business is it?" | reply. 


'Iz.1 don't see how you could ever not be my business. | fucking love you. To the goddamn ends of the earth 


and back again. Sun moon and stars." 


| look away trying to keep tears from forming. | felt the same. | love this son of a bitch. | just couldn't stop 


thinking about him. But | was done waiting. He would never come around. 
"Ax.it just isn't working out for me anymore." 

"What if | said | was ready. Ready to stop hiding." 

"Do you mean it?" | skeptically ask 

"Yog" 


| lean back in the chair looking at him. He seemed so hopeful. Yet | knew this song and dance. Axl always told 
you everything you wanted to hear to get his way. 


| lean forward again. "Its not gonna work this time. I'm not falling for your sweet words and empty promises 
anymore. You've hurt me more deeply more times than | care to count. And you always come at me and tell 


me just what | need to hear to succumb to being your little toy. I'm tired of my strings being pulled. | don't 


believe you anymore. There's nothing left for me to cling to. | know you're never going to be comfortable with 


me 
"| was comfortable with you" 

"Really?" | smirk. "Then why keep us a secret?" 
"You know why’ 


"Yeah | do, because you're a fucking coward. You always have been. You always latch to me for my strength. 


Well it's all gone. All used up. And that's your fault, not mine" 
"| know | fucked up Iz,just give me the chance to show you. Itl be different this time, | promise.” 
| shake my head, "I don't believe you. You're too scared and too fucked up to get it" 

"Stop saying l'm fucked up junkie!” 


l'm frustrated at being called a junkie. "Lets observe the reason why..irst you deney our relationship. Secondly, 


you string me along and I'm sick of it. | don't wanna feel the pain of loving someone who is reluctant to love me 


back. The smack takes it all away, all that pain and anger.lt's the only way I've made it for 14 fucking years. | 
just gave up. | played it your way and | always ended up feeling regret. You treated me like some groupie." | 
calm my nerves by lighting a cigarette. "Look.stay in that fucking booth until you fucking rot for all | care. l'm 
fucking done being your savior." | get up and storm off. 


Depression And Dope 
Depression And Dope 
Shannon's POV 


It's been a week and Izzy probably hasn't said a dozen words. He seems really fucking depressed. He's really out 


of it. They are going back on tour in a few days. | don't think Izzy's really in any condition to go. But he has to. 
| guess he knows it's because he will have to be around Axl. He seems done with him, but at the same time | 
can see his mind only seems to be focusing on lingering feelings he must have. 14 years was a long time to be 


with someone. 


| can't imagine being with someone so long, but then | was still pretty young. | sort of hoped one day | would 
find someone | could be with that long. Maybe longer. 


Oh, | forgot to mention that | met a couple of guys and we started a band. It happened so fast. We met and 
just clicked. Chris and Brad tell me | have a great voice. They really liked my song Change. We just had to find 
the rest of our band. 

Now back to Izzy and Axl. I've seen Axl once in the last week He came by to talk to Izzy but Izzy locked 
himself in his room and wouldn't utter a word as Axl plead at his door. Axl seemed so desperate. It looked like 
he was clinging so hard to what they had had. 

But Izzy was impervious to it. Izzy had simply shut down and given into heroin fully. | even found myself waking 
up and craving it. | tried to fight the feeling. Sometimes | could, other times | couldn't. Still, | knew being around 
Izzy was slowly turning me into a junkie. | remember how Axl said he had almost done it to him too. 

| didn't blame Izzy. It wasn't like he held a gun to my head and made me. | made the choice to try it. | decided 
to keep doing it day after day. It was just so hard to look at Izzy feeling so high and not feel the same way. | 
loved the feeling it gave me. Detached, uncaring, numb, and completely content to be that way. 

| will my head to turn and look at Izzy nodding on the couch next to me. 

"Izzy," | say. his head slowly raises. 

"Hum?" 


"Just making sure you're still alive." 


"Unfortunately," he mumbles and scratches his chest. 


Is Izzy suicidal? Is hard to read him on dope. But then it's hard to read him sober. Izzy's complicated | guess. 
He seemed to be a very private person. He just held everything in and tried to medicate it and will it away. But 
it came back. A simple fix and it was gone again. 

"You ever felt your world just unravel?" Izzy slurs. 

"|. guess not" 


"Take my advice kid.love fucking sucks." 


It did seem to always be a painful and enduring task to be in love. It was always hard to maintain a relationship. 


No one was ever fully happy or satisfied. | guess it's just in our nature to rock the boat sometimes. 


Axl and Izzy seemed to get off on rocking the boat. They cheated and cheated one one another, with girls, but 


still It was wrong. An open relationship can't work. How did they manage so long? 
"You really done with him?" | ask 
"| have to be," he answers. 


| guess | saw his point. | would hate it too if someone | loved couldn't profess their love for me. | couldn't live 
in the shadows that long. | wouldn't be tolerant of such. 


| guess Izzy had more tolerance than me. Or maybe he stayed so high he could ignore it. | wish he would talk 
to me. | wish he would unleash his pain on me. | wish he would fuck me to let the pain out. But Izzy wasn't 


even here. He was like a ghost. A depressed ghost on heroin. | guess | felt empathetic to him. 


End the Pain 


End the Pain 
Izzy's POV 


I've been locked in my room for days shooting dope. I'm attempting to create myself a new reality. My own 
little world in which Axl doesn't reside. | need somewhere where he isn't. But he's fucking everywhere, in 
everything, in everyone. No matter how hard | try | just can't make his face disappear. His green eyes haunt 


me. 


| will my eyes to open as is sit in my window smacked out of my mind. | look out across my bedroom. Its 
fucking trashed. I've broken everything breakable. And everything that's unbreakable is strewn about from 


where l've lost my fucking mind. 


Why was | always second? Why couldn't Axl just once put me first. That selfish son of a bitch. I've been by 
his side all these years, firmly planted in his foreground. Always at his beck and call when it suits his fucking 
purpose. I'm a toy on a shelf. l'm a fallback. I'm a security blanket. Good old faithful Izzy. 


| was tired of not mattering. | was done being his stability. All it did was fuck with my emotions and make me 
inevitably unstable. | fucking loved him. | loved him when so fucking many had turned their backs on him. | 
stuck by him through the mood swings and tantrums. | waited on the side lines through one girl after another. 


Through failed after failed relationships. 


He says that he loves me. And he's promised me a thousand times that once we made it he would tell the 
world that he loved me too. But he was a fucking liar and puppet master. We did make it. We had made it in 
spades. We were as huge as huge gets and nothings changed. I'm still just his little secret. He would rather be 


seen with his coke whore than me. That cunt didn't love him. She loved his fame. 


But | loved him. | had always loved him, even in the times when no one could love him. | had given him all my 
patience. | had given him my heart. | had given him the best years of life. But what had | gotten for my 
loyalty? | had gotten a broken heart and a drug problem. And | didn't know how to live with the shit anymore. 


Shannon kept knocking on my door every few hours to make sure | was still alive. Inside | longed for Axl just 
once to give the same consideration. But not once had he come by. Not one call. Well if actions spoke louder 
than words then | got the message. Loud and fucking clear. | didn't matter enough to him to check up on me. | 
didn't suit his immediate purpose. He thinks he can just sit me on a shelf until he's ready to take me down 


| somehow manage to stand up and make it into my bathroom. | drop to my knees and my stomach convulses, 
pushing yellow bile from my throat. There's nothing left inside of me to throw up. | don't even know how many 
days its been since I've ate. And | could give a fuck 


| push myself up off the toilet and cross to the mirror. | rest my hands on the countertop with my head 
hung, fighting the urge to look at myself in the mirror. | already know what | will see. Raccoon eyes, sagging 
dehydrated skin as pale as moon light, greasy hair and hollow eyes. | would see a man who has just given up. | 


was defeated. 


My eyes fall on the mound of coke poured out on my bathroom counter. Beside it | see the rusted razor blade 
| used to chop it. | stretch my fingers out and stroke it. | zone out on its cold metal. How | longed to be just as 
cold. Uncaring with no heart. 


| pick it up with my fingers and run my index across the blade. | zone out at the tiny clumps of coke stuck to 
it. Then my eyes drift down to my left arm. Its covered in bruises. The scabs that pepper it are red with 
infection. Typical junkie arms. | usually did my best to keep my arms from looking like this. | didn't want to be a 
junkie in the public's eyes. Now.. | just don't give a fuck. What do | have to care for? 


| back into my shower door and slide down it. | look to the razor blade In my right hand Then my eyes fall on 
my left arm again. | stretch it out. The tracks on my arms are like a roadmap of my veins. | take the 
razorblade and place the edge along one of my mangled veins. Green eyes flash in my mind. Milky white smooth 


skin Kisses sweeter than any fix. And all the broken promises. 


| press down and my skin breaks. Crimson blood beads up on the surface of my skin. | apply note pressure and 
drag the razor up my vein, curving as it curves, tracing it like a drawing. More of my blood spills out across 


my forearm. And | feel nothing. No pain. 


Good Save 


Good Save 
Shannon's POV 


Man it had been a really long time since | had checked up on Izzy. He had been locked in his room like almost a 
week. | took him food and shit but | don't think he ate anything. Something bad must have happen between him 
and Axl when Duff begged for him to come down to the studio and talk Axl out of the sound booth. When Izzy 


showed up he went straight to his room and he's been there since. 


Axl hasn't called or come by which is sort of unusual. But | talked to Slash and Duff and they say Axl and Izzy 
both pull these disappearing acts from time to time. They say | shouldn't worry about it and just go about my 
business as normal. So | do. I've gone to a few rehearsals with my new band. We decided to call ourselves Blind 


Melon. 

| tried to tell Izzy about my band through his bedroom door but | don't think he was really paying attention. | 
know he's on one hell of a binge. That's another thing Slash and Duff tell me not to worry about. They assure 
me that Izzy knows what he's doing. | guess they knew the guy better than me. 

But the eerie silence that's fallen over his room has me sort of tripping out. Sure he could be passed out 
asleep, but my gut tells me he's not. | decide | should probably check up on him one more time before | call it 
a night. 

| knock on his door. "Hey Izz.. Man, you OK in there?" 

| hear nothing. Not a moan. Nothing thrown at the door. Just silence. 

"Izzy! Hey man, everything OK?" 

Still nothing. | turn the knob and expect the door to be locked. But to my surprise the knob spins freely and | 
hear the latch click | gently push the door open. The bed was empty. | look around the door and can't see any 


sign of Izzy. His room looked like the cops searched it or something. It was totally flipped upside down. 


"Izzy?" | say and make my way to his bathroom. It was the only place he could have been. | knock. "Hey Izzy, 


you OK in there?" 


| strain to hear but hear nothing. | reach for the door knob but this door is locked. | bang the side of my fist 


on the door. "Izz, hey mar! Answer me dude!" 


Nothing. 


Now I'm officially freaked the fuck out. | look down to the bottom of the door. | notice something dark on the 
carpet. | run my foot across it. It was wet. Then my foot smears a trail of bright crimson red. Oh shit! | drop 


to my knees and touch it with my fingertips. Its fucking blood. 


No. Now I'm officially freaked the fuck out. | run with all of my weight and slam into the door. It breaks open 
but Izzy's blocking the door. It looks like he's slashed his fucking wrist. But there's a needle in his arm too. 


"Oh fuck Izzy! What the fuckl?" | shove him with the door and make my way inside. His belt is still around his 
arm tied off. If | take it off he's going to bleed worse. | jerk a towel from the counter and wrap it around his 
arm. 

He makes a noise and his eyes flutter open. 

"Oh thank fuck! I'm calling you an ambulance man!" 

‘Mmmm..no doctors," he slightly whispers, "they'll send me to detox then to the nuthouse. No hospitals." 

"But man you've lost a lot of blood,” | protest. 

‘lm awake aren't |? Just fuck off. I'm fine," he says and pushes himself up. "I said fuck off kiddo." 


"No way," | shake my head, "not when you're just going to try to kill yourself again" 


He weakly smirks as he rests his head on the wall. "If I'd wanted to off myself we wouldn't be having this 


conversation right now." 

"Then what's the deal with your wrist and all this fucking blood?!" 

He glances to his wrist and shrugs, "was just checking." 

"Just checking what?" | wonder aloud. 

He sighs, "just checking to see if I'm still here.” 

"Dude.. You're out of your mind. Like you really need fucking help man" 

Izzy suddenly chuckles. He laughs long and hard. His hands grip at his head and his laughter turns into tears. | 


don't know what to do so | wrap my arms around him. He cries until he can't anymore. Then he looks up at me. 


"Hey..have you heard from Axl?" 


where Do | Go Now 


Where Do | Go Now 
Izzy's POV 


| think | might be losing it. My mind that is. | look down at my mangled arm. Think its safe to say I'll have to 
shoot up somewhere else. What had possessed me to do this to myself? Why would | turn a razor blade on 
myself? There's no logic to shit like that. None whatsoever. What was | thinking? And to top it off my 
bathroom door is off the fucking hinges. Thanks kid. 


| honestly wasn't trying to kill myself. Really. It was more about distraction. | needed to be able to think about 

something besides Axl for five minutes. It was over. | had ended it. But that was actually the last fucking thing 
| wanted. | still loved him. | just couldn't stop. But | had to. But how? How do you just stop loving a person? How 
do you forget all the times they made you happy? How do you stuff the memories in the darkest shadows of 
your mind and lock them up? How do you carry on? Especially when that person still has to be part of your 


life? How can | be in the same room with him now? | don't know if | can do this. 


But | have to. | have to let him go. | have to give him his freedom. | had to realize that all we ever really were 
was friends with benefits. If it was a real love for Axl he wouldn't give a fuck who knew. That's how he was. 
But he always insist that we remained a secret. That's not love. Love doesn't care about what anyone else 
thinks. | know because | did love him and | didn't care who knew. But he does. So I'll assume that he never loved 
me quiet as much as | had him. He just didn't want to hurt me because we were friends. How can we stay 
friends now? 


| sigh and my head drops. | wanted to run far far away and never look back. That was just my nature. When 
shit gets heavy | drop it and | bolt. And | never look back. But in this case the shit isn't it that simple. We 
were in the same damn band. How's that shit gonna work now? How do | do it without going fucking insane? How 
do | do it if it means I'll probably just get higher in order to cope with it? I'd end Up overdosing.maybe dying. 
And | honestly don't want to die. 


| think Shannon must think | want to. | guess if | had found him Like he had found me I'd probably think the 
same thing. Hes obsessing on my well being and shit now like me he's my fucking mom. He confiscated all my 
razor blades, now | have to make out lines with my fucking drivers license. | know he's just trying to look out 
for me. What | did was fucking dumb, dumb by any standards. | don't know what came over me other than the 
drugs. | was high is the only explanation | have. Maybe you can add hurt to that as well. To say | wasn't 


hurting would be a goddamn lie. I'm beyond hurt. | feel let down. | feel insignificant. | feel stupid and hopeless. 
How the fuck do | do this? 


| slide down my wall with a sigh into a defeated slump. Did he really mean what he had last said? Was he really 
ready now? Or was that a desperate attempt to keep things the same? Maybe he meant it. And what do | do, | 
say no. | run out on him. What if he was really telling the truth? If he was | had ruined it. 


No. | shake my head. Its over. Its time to be over. | wanted more than just this. | wanted more than Axl would 
ever be able to give me. No. | just had to move on. | had to realize that loving him is not healthy. We will 
never be what either of us wants the other to be. And frankly, | can't take anymore disappointment. | can't 
take much more of anything. | don't know how long before I'll just snap. | don't know what will happen when | do. 


Not knowing scares me. 


Tough Decisions 


Author's Notes: 
Its been a long time since | updated this one! Hopefully somebody remembers it and reads it. 


Tough Decisions 
Axl 


Every day | wake up and think that today's the day Izzy will burst through my door and beg my forgiveness 
over the last time we spoke. But one day turned into four into weeks into months and nothing. Izzy hasn't 
come. Izzy hasn't called. | m not seeing Shannon either, so | surmise that he's with Izzy. This both comforts 
and infuriates me. On one hand l'm glad Izzy not alone because Izzy tends to take things too far when he's 


alone. At the same time, | know Izzy's fucking him anytime the mood strikes him. 


Izzy's changed so much from who he used to be. He doesn't have that passion for life he once did. For Izzy, his 
life is just going through the motions. All that exists for him anymore is fucking dope. Not me, not the kid, not 
the music, just that next fucking fix. | tried time and time again to save him. I'd get him clean, he'd run away 


and score. Then I'd drag him back and the cycle just never fucking ends. I'm going to end up at his funeral. 


That's not what | wanted for him. Our relationship aside, | only ever wanted him to be happy. He's got the 
most genuinely shy smile when he's sober. Fucked up Izzy doesn't even smile, if he does you can see how he 
had to force it to his face. It looks painful, if you can believe that. But | know he is hurting and maybe it is my 
fault. | wished | could find it in myself to be as brave as izzy. | wish | had that ability to just say fuck it and 
throw caution to the wind and do as | damn well pleased with zero thought of concenquences. But | just can't 
do that. Izzy's always had the soul of a gypsy. | honestly did admire that. Maybe it's why I've always clung to 
him, trying to absorb all those attributes that | love but lack. 


But maybe it's time | grow up and put childish things aside. Maybe | should just vanquish Izzy from my heart, 
purge him from my soul. Let him go. Maybe it was the only way Izzy could survive all of this. He kept pushing 
and pushing away from me, maybe he just needs me to finally let him go. lzzy was like a panther, wild, free, 
uncompromising and proud. But if you stuck him in a zoo he would start pacing, slowly going insane. Maybe all 


he's ever needed is to be free. 


On the other hand | want to run to Izzy and pin him to a wall until he agrees to come back to my place. | want 
to love him because | don't know how to do anything else. We weren't bad together, not really. We knew each 
other so well. We had grown together, changed together. We've always just been on the same page. Love 
always felt so effortless. Effort though is the reason our relationship is fraying. Izzy wanted me to say fuck 
all and proudly tell the world | was his and he mine, but | couldn't put forth that effort. Ive always cared too 


much about making it. Well.we made it, what's my excuse now? Stephanie? Dillon? Stephanie doesn’t love me 


and Dillon isn't even my kid. 


Maybe Izzy's right. Maybe | am a coward hiding behind a woman | don't even love, a kid that | can attach 
responsibility to to call myself a man. | know what l'm doing is wrong. | know it's just hurting Izzy. And | want 
to stop hurting him. But how the fuck do | do that? I'll hurt him if | make him stay with me and lll hurt him if 
| push him away. How can | make a rational decision when both will bring pain? His, mine..how does it all turn 
out ok? 


